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CHARACTERS IN THE INDUCTION. 
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A Lord, before whom the Play i is ſuppoſed to be vera. | 

Chriftopher Sey, A drunken Tinker. bw 

Page, Players, Huntſmen, and other 3 attending = 
on the Lord. . 


* Y 7 
- — 3. 


Dramatis Per fonae. 


/ 
r 
3 2 BE, 


[: - | | MEN. 


5 | Bast Ja, Father to Katharina and Bianca; very rich,” 

Fo © - #imentio, an old Gentleman of Piſa. 

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in Love with Bianca. 

Petruchio. a Gentleman of Verona, a Suitor to Katharine. h 


5 ___ Gremio, 
Hertz 1 Pretenders to Bianca. 5 


Tranio, 
Biondello, [ Servants to I 
HSHerumio, Servant to Petruchio. 

- Fedant, an old Fellow ſet up, to 1 8 5 Vincentio, 


1 Z 
; Katharine, the Shrew. & | 
Bianca, her Silter. 1 
Widow. ; 


* Haberdaſher ; ; with Servants attending” on gs | 
till and ee 


Sn SING WIE ratio gg 


* 8 Houſe i in the Country. 


EY 


| Fl Scxve, ct in Padua; and ſometimes in Petru- 
0 
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SCENRA 1 55 I 


Beie an aun Enter Fo ad Sx 
„ 


LL 885 you, in faith. | 
= Hoft. A pair of ſtocks, you rogue ! 

Sly. Y'are a baggage; the Slies are no rogues : Lock 
in the chronicles, we came in with Richard Conqu eror 
Therefore, paucat pallabris; let the world ſlide: S- 

Hef. You will not pay for the glaſſes you have burſt? 

$1y. No, not a denier: Go by, Vain o to thy 
cold bed, and warm thee. 

Hef. 1 know my. remedy, I muſt 80 ferch the third 

. borough. [ Exits , 
Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, 1 PU anſwer him =» 

by law: Pll-not SE an inch, boy; let him como and. 
kindly, | | . [Falls aſteepe 


Wind Horns. Wave Lord from e with a Train, 
Tord. Huntſman, I charge'thee, tender well my hounds: 
Brach Merriman—the poor cur is imboſt— 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd brach. 
Sawẽ ſt thou not, boy, how Silver made it good =" 
At the hedge-corner, in the coldeſt fault? | 
I would not loſe the dog for twenty pound. 
Hunt, Why, Belman is as good as he, ay! lord; » 
He cried upon it at the meereit loſs, * 
And twice to- dax pick'd out the dulleſt ſcent ; - 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog. | 
Lord. Thou art a fool; ; if Echo were as fleet, ' 
, 4 > „ I would 
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Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken man. 


2 Hunt. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he wak' d. 


And hang it round with all my wanton pictures; 


And burn ſweet wood to make the lodging ſweet ; - 


Another tell him of his hounds and horſe, 


Ferſuade him that he hath been lunatic; 


I would eſteem him worth a dozen ſun .. 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all; 
To- morrow I intend to hunt again. 

Hunt. I will, my lord. 

Tord. What's here ? one dead, or drunk ? See, doth. 

he breathe? 
2 Hunt. He breathes, my lord: Were he not won 
with ale, 

This were a bed but cold to fleep ſo ſoundly. 

Lord. O monſtrous beaſt! how like a ſwine he lies! 
Grim death, how foul and loat hſome is thine image !=- 


What think you, if he were convey'd to bed, 
Wrap'd in ſweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A moſt delicious banquet by. his bed, 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Would not the beggar then forget himſelf? 

1 Hunt. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot chools; 


20d 


Lord. Even as a flattering dream, or worthleſs fancy. 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt ;— 
Carty him gently to my faireſt chamber, 


Balm his foul head with warm diſtilled waters, © 


Procure me muſic ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly found'; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready fraight, | 
And, with a low ſubmiſſi ve reverence, 

Say What is it your honour will command * 
Let one attend him with a ſilver baſon, | 
Full of roſe-water, and beſtrew'd with flowers; 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper, 

And ſay— Will't pleaſe your lordſhip cool your bands? - 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuit, 

And aſk him what apparel he will wear; 


25 


And that his lady mourns at his diſeaſe; 
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And, when he ſays he is—ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 


This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs; : 


It will be paſtime paſſing excellent, 


lf it be huſbanded with modeſty. 


1 Hunt. My lord, | warrant you we'll = our part, a 
As he ſhall thiak, by our true diligence, . 
He is no leſs:than what we ſay he is. 

Tord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 2 
And each « one to-his office, when he Walk 28. 

Es 3 [ Some bear out SLY. Sound Trumpets. 
Sirrah, go ſee what trumpet tis that ſounds !— 
Bclike, ſore noble gentleman, that means, [Exit Servant. 
Travelling ſome journey, to repoſe him here.— 
Re-enter. a 8 ervant. 


How now? who is it? e 
Ser. An't pleaſe your honour, players, 
That offer ſervice to your lordihip. - 
Lord. Bid them come near ;'—— 
Enter Players. . 
Now, fellows, you are welcome. 
Play. We thank your honour, 
Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to- night? 
2 Play. So pleaſe your lordſhip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all my heart. This fellow 1 remember, 
Since once he play a farmer's eldeſt fon ;— 
Twas where you -woo'd the gentle woman ſo well: 
I have forgot your name; but, ſure, that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 
Sinckhlo. I think, twas Soto that your Wer means. 
Tord. Tis very true thou didit it excellent. 


Well, you are come to me in happy time; 


The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 
Wherein your cunning can aſſiſt me 8 
There is a lord will hear you play to-night; 
But 1 am doubtful of your modeſties; 
Leſt, over-eying of his odd behaviour 

(For yet his honour never heard a play), 

A3 You? 


* 


*% 
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Lou break into ſome m« rry pa ſſion, 


And ſo offend him; for I tell you, Sirs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. 

Play. Fear not, my lord; we can contain ourſelves, 
Where he the verieſt antick in the world. 
F Lord.” Go, ſirrah, take them to the buttery, 
And give them ſriendly welcome every one; 
Let them want 11 that my houſe affords. — 

[Exit one with the Pers 

Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 
And ſee him dreſs'd in all ſuits like a — 3 EP 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard%. chamber, 
And call him —madam, do him obeifance. 
Tell him from me (as he will win my love) 4 
He bear himſelf with honourable action, 


Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble kdies.. 


Unto their lords, by them accompliſhed ; 

duch duty to the drunkard let him do, 

With ſoft low tongue, and lowly courteſy ; 
And fay—What is't your honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your-humble wife, 
May ſhew her duty, and make known her love? 
And then with kind embracements, tempting 2 8222 
And with declining head into his boſom 
Bid bim ſhed tears, as being overjoy'd 

To ſee her noble lord reſtor'd to health, 
Who for twice ſeven years hath eſteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathſome beggar :. 
And if the boy have not a woman's gift, 

Ta rain a ſhower of commanded tears, 

An onion, will do well for ſuch a ſhift ; 


Which in a napkin being cloſe convey d. hy 
Shall in deſpight enforce a. watry eye. | 
dee this difpatch'd with all the haſte thou canſt; 6 


Anon I'll give. thee more inſtructions.— (Eels Servant; 
know, the boy will well uſurp the grace. 
Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 

Flong to hear him call the drunkard, huſband : 


And ow my men will ſay: theniſelves from laughter, - 
When. 
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When they: do homage to als ſimple peaſant 
Il in to counſel them: haply, my preſence - 


May well abate the over-merry ſpleen, >] 


Which otherwiſe would grow into extremes. 
3 125 4:1 [Exit Lord, 


— — — 


SCENE II. 


4. Room in the Lord's Houſe, Enter St v, with Attendants, 
| ſome vii Apparel, Baſon-and 7 god other. parte 
nances. Re- enter. l. ord. 


Sly. For God's. ſalee, a a pot of ſmall ale. 
1 Man. Will't pleaſe your lordſhip drink a cup of fack-? 
2 Man. Will't pleaſe e oe of theſe conſer- 
ves? 
3 Man. What raiment will your e wear . 2 
Sly. I am Chriſtophero Sly; call not me - honour, nar 
lordſhip: I ne'er drank ſack in my life; and if you give 


me any conſerves, give me conſerves of beef: Ne'er 


aſk me what raiment l'Il wear; for I have no mote 
doublets-than backs, no more ſtockings than legs, nor no 
more ſhoes than feet; nay, ſometimes, more feet than 


| ſhoes, or ſuch ſhoes as my toes look through the overleather. 


Tord. Heaven ceaſe this idle humour in your honour . 
Oh, that a mighty man; of ſuch deſcent - £ 
Of fuch poſſeſſions, and ſo high eſteem, 
Should be infuſed with ſo foul.a fpizit! 

Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am not I Chriſ. 
topher Sly, old Sly's ſon of Burton-Heath; by birth a 


pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranſmutation a 


bear herd, and now by preſent profeſſion a tinker? Aſcx 
Marian Hack, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if ſhe know 

me not: if ſhe ſay I am not fourteen pence on the ſcore 
for ſheer ale, ſcore me up far the lying'ſt knave in Chriſ- 


tendom. What, I am not beſtraught: Here's—— 


T Man. Oh, this it is that makes your lady mourn. 


1 Man. Oh, this it. is . your ſervants droop. 
Lord. ; 


— 
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Zerd. Hence comes it that your kindred ſhun your houſe, | 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy. x 
Oh, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth; 
Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, - 
And baniſh hence theſe abject lowly: dreams ; 
Look, how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. © 
- Wilt thou have muſick'? hark'! Appollo plays, [ Muſick. 
And twenty caged nightingales do ſing : 
Or wilt thou ſleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and ſweeter than th e luſſ ful bed 
On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. 
Say, thou wilt walk; we will beſtrow the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 
Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 
Doſt thou love hzwking ? thou haſt hawks, will ſoar 
Above the morning lark: Or wilt thou hunt? 
Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch thrill echoes from the hollow earth 
1 Man. Say, thou wilt courſe : thy greyhounds are as 
ſwift - 
As breathed ſtages, ay, fleeter than the roe. 
2 Man. Doſt thou love e we will fetch thce. 
ſtraight 
Adonis, painted by a running A 
And Cytherea all in ſedges hid: 5 n 
Which ſeem to move and wanton wich her breath, 
Even as the waving ſedges play with wind. 
Tord. We'll ſhew thee Io, as ſhe was a maid ; 


* 


And bow ſhe was beguiled and furpris'd, 


As lively. painted as the deed, vas done. 
3 Man. Or Daphne, roaming through a. thorny wood 


Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds: . 


And at that fight ſhall ſad Apollo weep, - £3 


So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 
Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: 

Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 

Than any woman in this waining age. 


8 A. And, till che tears, chat ite hath ſhed for thee, - 


Like 


Vue 
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Eike envious floods, o er- ran her lovely face, 
She was the faireſt creature in the world ; 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. . : 
Sly. Am I a lord? and have I ſuch a lady: * 
Or do I dream? or have I dream: d till now? 
I do not ſleep: I ſee, I hear, I ſpeak; 3 
I ſmell ſweet ſavours, and I feel ſoft things: 8 
Upon my life, Lam a lerd, indeed; | N 
And not a tinker, nor Chriſtopher. Sly, i 
Well, bring our lady hither to-our ſight ; ; 
And once again, a pot o' the ſmalleſt ale. 
2 Man. Wilt pleaſe * mightineſs to. wan your 
„bands? 
oh, how we joy to ſee your wit reſtor dl 
Oh, that once more you knew but what you are! 
Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream; 
Or, when you wak'd, fo wak d as if you ſlept. 
Sly. Theſe fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly . 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time ? 
x Man. Oh, yes, my lord; but very idle words: 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of door; 
And rail upon the hoſteſs of the houſe; . 
And ſay, you would preſent her at the lect, . 8 
Becauſe ſhe brought ſtone-jugs, and no ſteal*d quarts: - 
Sometimes, you- would call out. for Cicely Hacket, | 
Sly. Ay, the woman's maid.of the houſe. | 
3: Man, wk Sir, you know: no houſe, nor no fuck 
maid ; 


Nor no ſuch men, as you have reckon'd up 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell: 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw, 
Sly, Now, Lord be thanked for my good r ; 
All. Amen. | 
* [ ——_ bee thou ſhalt not loſe * it- 


= 4 Enter. 
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Enter the Page, aca K ady, with Attendants. | 
Lady, How fares my noble lord? | 
Sly. Marry, I fare well; for here is der enough. : 
Where is my wife? | 
Lady. Here, noble lord ; What i is thy will with her? 
Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me—huſbard ? 2 
My men fhould call me —lord, lam your good-man. 
Lady. My huſband and my lord, my lord and huſband 4 
Fam your e in all obedience. 
Sly. I know it well e e wen 1 n her? 
Tord. Madam. 
Sy. Alte madam, or Joan madam? 
Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe ; ſo lords call ladies, 
Sly. Madam wow ny fay, that I have Gray, and. 
5 Dept” 
Above ſome fifteen years nd more. 
Lady. Ay, and the time ſeems thirty unto me; 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 
Sly. Tis much ;—Servants, leave me and her alone 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to- bed. 
Lady. Thyice noble lord, let me entreat of you, 
To pardon me yet for a night or two: _ 
Or, if not ſo, until the ſun be ſet: ; 
For your phyſicians have expreſely charg'd, | 
In peril to incur your former malady, | 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed: 
I hope, this reafon ſtands for my excuſe. 
Sly. Ay, it ſtands fo, that I may hardly tarry ſo 
long. But I would be loth to fall into my dreams again; 
I will therefore . in Haber 2 _ fleſh and che 
blood. | 


0 


: Eater a Maffnger: | | 
M:F. Your honour's players, hearing exit. amendment 

Are come to play a pleaſant comedy, 

For lo your doctors hold it very meet; 

Seeing too much ſadneſs hath . your blood, 

And melancholy is the nurſe of frenzy 

Therefore, they thought it good you hear a play, 


And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
| Which 
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Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly. Marry, I will; let them play it: Is not a com- 
monty a Chriſtmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ? 

Lady No, my good lord; it is more ens ſtuff. 

Sly. What, houſehold ſtuff? 75 

Lady. It is a kind of hiſtory, 1 

Sly. Well, well ſee't: Come, madam ihe; fie by 
ay ſide, and let the world ſlip; we ſhall ne'er be younger. 


* * . D 
XxX  —AACCEICCD_DTR__TRR_S” 
* . 


Ac . SCENE L 


A Street in Padua. Flouriſh. Enter en and bis 
| en Tran 10. i 


Lucentio. 


Trad ſince—for the great deſire 1 had 
To ſee fair Padua, nurſery of arts 

1 am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleaſant garden of great Italy; 

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
Moſt truſty ſervant, well approv'd in all; 
Here let us breathe, and happily mſtitute 

A. courſe of learning, and i ingenious ſtudies. 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my father firſt, 

A merchant of great traffic through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. | 
Vincentio his fon, brought up in Florence, 
It ſhall become, to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds ; 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, | 
Virtue, and that part of pHiloſophy 

Will 1 apply, that treats of happineſs 

By virtue *ſpecially to be achiev'd. 

Tell mc thy mind: for I have Piſa left, 

And am to Padua come; as he that leaves 


. AE SCA” > 8. SF — — 
4 | 5 | A ſhallow 
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A ſpallow plaſn, to plunge him in the deep, 
And with ſatiety ſeeks to quench his thirſt. 
Tra. Me pardonato, gentle maſter mine, 
Jam in all affected as yourſeltf; 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſuck the ſweets of ſweet philoſophy. 
Only, good maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this-moral diſcipline, 
Let's be no ſtoicks, nor no ſtocks, I pray; 
Or ſo devote to Ariſtotle's checks, 
As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur'd : 
Talk logic with acquaintance that you have, 
And practiſe rhetoric in your common talk; 
Muſic, and poeſy, uſe to quicken you; 
The mathematics, Aud the metaphyſics, 
Fall to them, as you find your ſtomach ſerves you: 
No profit grows, where is no pleaſure ta en — 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſ affect. 
Luc Gramercies, Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe. 
Af, Biondello, thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us in readineſs, 
And take a lodging, fit to entertain | 
Such friends as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
But ſtay a while: What company is this? 
Tra. Maſter, ſome ſlow, to welcome us to 0%. 


Enter Bar TIs v. nn and Blanca GR- 
M10 and HokTENS10. LUCEN 110 and TRAN flond 
Bap. Gentlemen, impor tune me no Erbes 
But how I firmly am reſolv'd you know; 
'That is—not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 
Before I have a huſband for the elder : 
If either of you both love Katharina, 
Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, | 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleaſure, - | 
Gre. To cart her rather: She's too rough for me: 
There, there, Hortenſio, will you any wife? 
Kath. 1 pray you, Sir, is it your wil! 
To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? 
* 
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Hor. Mates, maid ! how mean you that? no mates for 


you, 5 8 by 
Unleſs you were of gentler, milder mould. 
-Kath, I'faith, Sir, you ſhall never need to _ 
T-wis, it is not half way to her heart: 
But, if it were, doubt not, her care ſhall be 
Te comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtool, 
And paint your face, and uſe you like a fool. 

Hor. From all ſuch devils, good Lord, Ueliver us! 

Gre. And me too, good Lord! | „ 

Tra. Huſb, maſter; here is ſome good paſlime towards 
That wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful froward. 

Tuc. But in the other's ſilence I do fee yur 
Maid's mild behaviour and ſobriety. - 
Peace, Tranio, ! 

Tra. Well ſaid, maſter; mum! and gaze your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make * 
What I have ſaid Bianca, get you in: 8 
And let it not rn thee, good Bianca; 

For I will love thee ne er the leſs, my girl. 
Kotb. A pretty peat ! tis · beſt 
Put finger in the eye — an ſhe knew why. | 

Bian. Siſter, content you in my diſcontent.— 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 

My books and inſtruments ſhall be my company; * 
On them to look, and practiſe by myſelf. 


Luc, Hark, Tranio ! thou may'ſt hear Minerva ſpeaR. 
Le. 


— 


Her Signior Baptiſta, will you be fo 1 
Sorry am I that our will effects 
Bianca's grief. 
Gere. Why, will you x mew her up, - 

Signior Baptiſta, for this fiend of hell, 8 2 
And make her bear the penance of her tongue? 

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; lam reſolv'd : — 

Go in, Bianca. : [Exit Tera 
And for I know, ſhe taketh moſt delight 
In muſic, inſtruments, and poetry, 


Schoolmaſters will I _ within my * 
Vor. III. B 
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Fit to inſtru her youth. If you, Hortenſio ; 
Or ſignior Gremio, you—know any ſuch, | i 

Prefer them hither; ſer to cunning men 4 1 
1 will be very kind, and liberal ; WM 
Jo mine own children in good bringing- up; 

And ſo farewell. Katharina, you may ſtay; © 1 
For I have more to commune with Bianca. [ Exit. i 

Kath. Why, and, I truſt, I may go too, may I not? 1 
What, ſhall I be appointed hours; as though, belike, 9 
1 knew not what to take, and what to leave? Ha! ¶ Exit. 

* Gre. You may go to the devil's dam; your gifts are ſo 4 
good, here is none will hold you. Their love is not ſo E 
great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our nails together, 4 
and faſt it fairly out; our cake's dough on both ſides. Z 

Farewell: Vet, for the love I bear my ſweet Bianca, if 
I can by any means light an a fit man to teach her that 3 
_ wherein ſhe delights, I will with him to her father. 1 

Hor. So will I, ſignior Gremio: But a word, I pray. ; 
Though the nature of our quarrel never yet brook'd parle, 
know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both—that we Z 
may yet again have acceſs to our fair miſtreſs, and be 3 
happy rivals in oy love—to labour and enen ene 
Fpecially. 3 

Gre. What's that, I pray? 

Hor, Marry fir, to get a huſband for her fiſter, 

Gre. A huſband! a devil. 

Hor, 1 ſay a huſband.  — 

Gre. I ſay, a devil: Think'it thou, Hortenſto, n 1 
Her father be very rich, any man is ſo y a fool to be 4 | 
married to hell? 1 

Hor. Tuſh, Gremio: though it paſs your patience a = 
mine to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there be = 
good fcllows in the world, an a man could light on WP 
them, would take her with all her faults, and money 
enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell: but 1 had as lief otke her n, bk 
with this condition to be —_ at the * croſs N 4 iN 
morning. 1 

Hor. Faith, as you ſay, there's ſmall choice in rotten ' 4 

apples. 
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apples. But, come; fines: this bar in kw makes us 
friends, it ſhall be ſo far forth friendly maintain'd—till 
by helping Baptiſta's eldeſt daughter to a huſband, we 
ſet his youngeſt free for a huſband, and then have to't 
afreſh.—Sweet Bianca — Happy man be his dole! He 
that runs faſteſt gets the ws 1 How ſay you, figntor 
Gremio? : 

Gre. I am agreed: and would | had given him the 
beſt horſe in Padua to begin his wooing, that would tho- 


roughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 


houſe of her. Come on. | F 
Excint GREAMI10 and HORTENSIO. 


 Manent TRANIO and LUCENT10, 

T a. I pray, fir, tell me-ls it poffible 

That love ſhould of a fudden take fuch hold? 
Luc. Oh, Tranio, till 1 found it to be true, 

I never thought ir poſſible, or likely: _ | 

But ſee ! while idly I ſtood looking on, 

1 found the effect of love in idleneſs: 

And now in platnneſs do confeſs to ther 

That art to me as ſecret, and as dear, 

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was 

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I periſn, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this young modeſt girl: 

Counſel me, Tranio, for I know thou canſt; 

Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for 1 know thou wilt. 

Tn. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now 

Affection is not rated from the heart: 

It love have touch'd you, nought remains but ſo, 

Redime te captun: quam queas minimoz 
Luc. Gramercies, lad; go forward: this contents; 

The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound... 
Tra. Maſter, you look'd ſo longly on the maid,. 

Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 
Luc. O yes, I ſaw ſweet beauty in her face, 

Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 

That made-great Jove to humble him to her hand, 

When with his knees he kies'd the Cretan ſtrand. 

B 2 Tra. 
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Tra. Saw you no more? mark'd you not, how her ſiſter 
Began to ſcold; and raiſe up ſuch. a ſtorm, 
That mortaLears-might-hardly.endure the din? 
Luc. Tranio, I faw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ſhe did perfume the air; 
Sacred, and ſweet, was all I ſaw in her. 
Tra. Nay, then, 'tis time to ſtir him from his trance. 
I pray, awake, Sir; H you love. the maid, : 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it lands ;-- 
Her eldeſt ſiſter is ſo curſt and ſhrew'd, 
That, *till the father rid his hands of her, 
Maſter, your love muſt live a maid at home: 
And therefore has he cloſely mew'd her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be-annoy*d with ſuitors. 
Luc. Ah, Trani, what a cruel father's he! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care 
To get her cunning ſchool-maſters to inſtruct her? 
ra. Ah, marry, am I, Sir: and now tis plotted. 
Luc, I have it, Tranio. - 
Tra. Maſter, for my hand, 
Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt. | 
Tra. You will be ſchool-maſter, 
And undertake the teaching of the maid :. 
That's your device. | | 
Luc, It is: May it be done? 5 
. Tra. Not poſſible; For who ſfiall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's fon? | 
Keep houſe, and ply his book. ; welcome his Stems. 
- Viſit his-countrymen, and banquet them? 
Luc. Baſta; content thee ; for 1 have it full. 
We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe; 
Nor can we be diltinguiſh'd by our faces, 
For man, or maſter, then it follows thus 
Thou ſhalt be maſter, Tranio, in my ſtead, 
Keep houſe, and port, and ſervants, as I ſhould: 
{ will ſome other be ; ſome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, ar meaner man of Piſa.— 


Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo ;—Tranio, at once. 
Uncafe 
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Uncaſe thee x take my colour'd hat and clock; 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee; 
But Iwill charm him firſt to keep his tongue. 
Tra. So had you need. [( They exchange Balitie 
In brief, Sir, ſith it your pleaſure is, e 
And 1 am ty'd to be obedient, 
(For ſo your father charg'd me at our parting ; 3 
Be ſerviceable lo my ſon, quoth he, 
Although, I think, twas in another ſenſe;) 
I am content to be Lucentio, 
Becauſe ſo well l love Lucentio. 
Luc. Tranio, be ſo, becauſe Lucentio loves: 
And let me be a ſlave, to achieve that maid 
Whole ſudden ſight hath thrall'd my wounded eye. 
| Euter BiONDELLO, 
Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been ? 
Bion. Where have been! ? Nay, how now, where are 
you? 
Malter, has my fellow Tranio ſtoln your clothes? 
Or you ſtoln his? or both ? pray, what's the news 2 ? 
Luc. Sirrah, come hither : tis no time to jeſt, 
And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
Your fellow Tranio here, to ſave my life, 
Puts my apparel and my countenance on, 
And I for my eſcape have put on his; 
For in a quatrel, ſince I came aſhore, 
I kill'd a man, and fear I am deſcry'd : 
Wait you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes, | 
While I make way from henct to ſave my life 2 
You underſtand me? 
Bion. M, Sir, ne'er a whit. 
Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth, 1 
Franio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Bion. The better for him: Would I were ſo too! 
Tra. 30 would I, faith boy, to have the next wiſh- 
after - 
That Lucentio indeed had Baptiſta's youngeſt daughter 
Bnt, ſirrah—not for my ſake, but your maſter I adviſe 


Tou uſe your manners diſcreetly in all kind of cempanies 2. 
2M 3- | | Wuen 


L - 4 "ny ences . £4 
—— W BS. 


— 


ww àh  \ 4 - 
> — om 
— ꝗ— — — p 
. — 
4 
0 g 


on 


| 


— 


— — 


— ——— wuꝛãĩ—  eS, 
— — WTO re nr on ag OS oy, , 
k 


— 


— — 


LE 


2 —AB OI 
* 
* 


— — — 


— 


1218 TAMING or rhi SHREW. 


When I am; alone; why, then I am-Tranio $5 
But in all places elſe, your maſter. Os. 
Tuc. Tranio, let's go:. 


One thing more reſts, that thyſelf execute — 


To make one among theſe wooers : If thou aſk me why 
Sufficeth, * reaſons are hoth good and weighty.” | 
[Exeunt. 
1 Man. My lord you nod : you do rot mind the play. 
Sly. Yes, by\ſaint Anne, do J. A good n ſurely ; ; 
Comes there any more of it ? 
Page. My lord, tis but begun. 


Sly. Tit @ very excellent piece of 'work; madam lady; 3 
5 . it were done . 


8 


SCEWE II. 


Before HokTRNS10's Houſe in Padua, Enter Pra anonze. 


and GRUMI19.. 


Pet. Verona, for a-while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua! but of all, 
My beſt beloved and approved friend, 
Hortenſio; and, I trow, this is his houſe: 
Here, Grrah Grumio; knock, I ſay. 

Gru. Knock, Sir! wa ſhould Weck?! is there 6 7 

wail tos rebus'd you worſhip ?- 

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here n 

Gru. Knock you here, Sir? why Sir; what am 1, Sir, 
That 1 ſhould Knock you here, Sir ? 

Pet. Villain, I ſay, knock me at this gate, 
* rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate. 

ru. My maſter is * e 1 ſheuld knock 
you firſt, 


And then 1 know after who comes by the verb. ; 


Pet. Will it not be? 


Faith, ſirrah, an you'll not knock, 2 ring it 3 
| II try omg can 1 a, and ſing it. 


* . him bj the eats. 
Gru. | 
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Gru. Help, maſters, help! my maſter is mad. 
Pet. Now knock when 1 bid you: firrah ! villain ! 
Ente, HORTENS1I0.. 

Hor. How now? what's the matter? My old friend: | 
Grumio | and my good friend Ha n How do you 
all at Verona? 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, come you to bert the ** 

Con tutto il core ben trovato, may I ſay. 
Hor, Alla nofira caſa. ben venuto, 
Molto honorato ſignor mio Petruchio. 
| Riſe, Grumis, riſe ; we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. 

If this be not a lawful cauſe for me to leave his ſervice 
Look you, Sir—he bid me knock him, and rap him: 
ſoundly, Sir,; . Well, was it fit for a ſervant to uſe his maſ-- 
ter ſo; being, perhaps (for ought I ſee,) two and * 
a pip out? 
Whom, would to God, I had well knock'd at firſt,. 
Then had not Grumio come by the worſt. 
Pet. A ſenſeleſs Villain Good Hortenſio, 

I bid the raſcal knock upon your gate, 
And could not get him for my heart to do it- 

Gru. Knock at the gate ?—O.: heavens !— 

Spake you not theſe words plain Sirrab, knock md bere; 
Rap me here, knock me well, and knock me ſoundly ? 
And come you now with—knocking at the gate? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you. 

Hor. Petruchio, patience; I.am Grumio's pledge: 

- Why, this is a heavy chance twixt him and you; 
Your ancient, truſty, pleaſant. ſervant Grumio. 
And tell me now, fweet. friend—what happy gale. 
. Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pet. Such wind as ſcatters young men through the world, 
'To ſeek their fortunes farther than at Boene 
Where ſmall experience grows. But in a few, 
Signior Hertenſio, thus it ſtauds with me ;— 
Antonio, my father, is deceas'd ;. 

And I have thruſt myſelf into this maze, 
Happly to wive, and thrive, as beft I may: 
Crowns in my purſe 1 have, and goods at home, 


* 


And 
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And ſo am eome abroad to fee the world. F 

Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd ill-favour'd wife? 

* Thoud'ſt thank me but a little for my counſel : 
And yet I'll promiſe thee ſhe.ſhall be--raþ, 
And very rich ;—but thou'rt too much my friend, 
And I'll not wiſh'thee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, twixt ſuch friends as we, 
Few words ſuffice : and, therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wite 
(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance), 

Be ſhe as foul as was Florentius love, 

Ag old as Sibyl, and as curſt and ſhrewd 
A3 Socrates' Kantippe, or a worſe, 

She moves me not, 'or not removes, at leaſt, 
Aſſection's edge in me, were ſhe as rough, 
As are the ſwelling Adriatic ſeas :. 

come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. : 

Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what his” 
mind is: Why, give him gold enough, and marry him 
to a puppet, or an aglet-baby; or an old trot with ne'er 
2 tooth in her head, though ſhe have as many diſeaſes as 
two and fifty horſes: why, nothing comes amifs, o 
money comes withal. 

Hor. Petruchio, ſince we have ſtept thus far i in, | 
I will continue that I broach'd in jeſt, 

E can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young, and beauteovs ; 
Brought up, as beſt becomes a gentlewoman : 
„Fer only fault (and that is fault enough) 

, Is—that ſhe is intolerably curſt, 

And ſhrewd, and froward ; ſo beyond all meaſure, 

That, were my ſtate far worſer than it is, - * 

T would not wed her for a' mine of gold. 

Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'lt not gold's eſſec — 

Tell me her father's name, and tis enough; 

For I will board her, though ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 
: POP. Her. 
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For. Her father is Baptiſta Minola, 
An affable and courteous gentleman: 
Her name is Katharina Minola, SR 
Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding tongue, 

Pet. I know her father, though I know not her; 
And he knew my deceaſed father well ;— 

I will not ſleep, Hortenſio, till. I ſez her; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, 
Unleſs you will accompany me thither. 

Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour 
laſts. O' my word, an ſhe knew him as well as I do, ſhe 
would think ſcolding would do little good upon him: 
She may, perhaps; call him half a ſcore knaves, or ſo: 
why, that's nothing; an he begin once, he'll rail in his 


rope-tricks. I'll tell you what; Sir — an ſhe ſtand him but 


a little, he will throw a figure in her face, and ſo disfi- 


gure her with it, that ſhe ſhall have no more eyes to ſee 


withal than a cat: You know him not, Sir. 
Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I muſt go with chee; 
For in Baptiſta's keep my treaſure is; 
He hath the jewel of my life in hokt, = 
His youngeſt daughter, beautiful. Bianca; | 
And her withholds he from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love: 
. Suppoling it a thing impoſſible 
(For thoſe defects I have before rehears'd),. 
That ever Katharina wilt be woo'd, | 
Therefore this order hath Baptiſta ta en; 
That none ſhall have acceſs unto Bianca, 
Till Katharine the curſt have got a buſband, 
Gru. Katharine the curſt! 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my friend Petruchio do me grace; 
And offer me, diſguis'd in ſober robes, 
To old Baptiſta as a ſchool-maſter- 
Well.ſeen in muſic, to inſtru Bianes : 
That ſo 1 may by this-device, at leaſt, - 
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1 Have leave and leiſure to make love to her, 
And, unſuſpeRed, court her by herſcif. 


Enter Gato, and LUCEN110 diſvuis'd, was Books under 
TK Li, Arm. 

Gru. Here's no knavery! See; to "JON the old folks, 
how the young folks lay their heads together! Maſter, 
maſter, look about you: Who goes there? ha! 

Her. Peace, Grumio; 'tis the rival of * love. 
Petruchio, ſtand by a ile, 

Gru. A proper ſtrippling, and an arms! 
Gre. O, very well; I have perus'd the note. 
Hark you, Sir; I'll have them very fairly bound: 
All books of love, ſee that at any hand; 
And ſee you read no other lectures to her: 
You underſtand me: Over and beſide I 
Signior Baptiſta's liberality, 5 
I' mend it with a largeſs: Take your papers —_ - 
And let me have them very well perfum'd ; 
For ſhe is ſweeter than perfume el, | 
To whom they go. What will you end to bert 
Luc. Whate'er 1 read to her, I'll plead for vo. 
23s, for my patron, (ſtand you ſo aſſurd), 
: As firmly as yourſelf were {till in place: 
| Yea, and (perhaps) with more ſucceſsful words. 
Than you, unleſs you were a ſcholar, Sir. 

Gre. O this learning! what a thing it is! 

Gru. O this woodcock ! what an Lads. it 5 

Pet. Peace, Sirr-h. 

Hor. Grumio, mum od ſave you, 9 Gremio! 


you | | 
Whither I am going? To Baptiſta Minola. 
1 promis'd to inquire carefully 


About a ſchool- maſter for the fair Bianca: 
And, by geod fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man; for learning, and behaviour, 
Fit for her turn ; well rcad in poetry, 
And other books—good ones, I warrant you. 
5 Her. 


Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortenſio. 'Trow- 
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Hor. 'Tis well: and I have met a gentleman, 
Hath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A fine muſician to inſtru our miſtreſs; 
So ſhall Ino whit be behind in duty - 
To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of me. 
Gre. Belov'd of me—and that my deeds ſhall prove. - 
Gru. And that his bags ſhall prove. [Af 
Hor. Gremie, tis now no time to vent our love: 
Liſten to me, and, if you ſpeak me fair, 1 
I'll tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman, whom by chance 1 met, 
Upon agreement from us to his liking, 
Will undertake to woo curſt Katharine; 
Yea, and to mary her, if her dowry pleaſe, 
Gre. So ſaid, ſo done, is well. 
Hortenſio, have you told him all her faults? | 
Pet. I khow ſhe is an irkſome brawling ſcold ; 
If that be all, maſters, I hear no harm, 
Gre. No, "5 ſt me fo, friend? What countryman ? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's fon ; 
My father dead, my fortune hves for me; 
And I do hope good days, and long, to ſee. 
Gre. Oh, Sir, ſuch a life, with ſuch a wife, were ſtrange, 
But, if you have a ſtomach; to't, o' God's name; 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. 
But will you woo this wild nk | 
Pet. Will 1 live? . 
Gru Will he woo her? ay, or I'll hang her. 
Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Think you a little din can daunt mine ears? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 
Have I not heard the fea, puff d up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with ſweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field, 
And heaven's artillery thunder in the ſkies? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Houd 'Jarums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpetꝰs clang? - 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue; 
That gives not half £6 great a blow to the ear, 


FEM « 


TAMING OF THE SHREW, Aa J. 

As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire'? 

Tuſh, tuſh ! fear boys with bugs. | | 
Gru. For he fears. none. { Afide, 
Gre. Hortenſio, hark! 

This gentleman is happily arriv'd, 

My mind preſumes, for hisown good, and ours, 
Hor.» I promis'd we would be contributors, 

And bear his charge of-wooing, whatſoe'er. 

Gre. And ſo we will; provided that he win her. 
Gru. I would I were as ſure of a good dinner. ¶ Aſide. 


To them TRANTO bravely, apparell'd, and BioxpELLO. 
Tra. Gentlemen, God ſave vou! if J may be bold, 
Tell me, I beſeech you, which is the readieſt my 
To the houſe of ſignior Baptiſta Minola ? 
Gre. He that has the two fair . is't he you 
wean? 
Tra. Even he. Biondello 
Gre. Hark you, Sir; You mean not her to 
Tre. Perhaps, him and her, Sir; What have you to do? 
Pet. Not her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray. 
Tra. I love no chiders, Sir: Biondello, let's away. 
Luc. Well begun, Tranio. | | gee 
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go | 
Are you a ſuitor to the maid you talk of, yea, -or no ? 
Tra. An if I be, Sir, is it any offence? 
 _ Gre, No; if without more words, you will get yen 
hows: 
Tra. Why, Sir, Tpray,. are not the ſtreets as free 
For me, as for vou . 
Gre. But ſo is not ſhe. Sac; 
Tra. For what reaſon, I beſeech you? 
. Gre. For this reaſon, if you'll know ;j—— 
That's ſhe's the choice love of ſignior Gremio. 
Hor. That ſhe's the choſen of ſignior Hortenſio. 
Tra. Softly, my maſters ! if you be gentlemen, 
Do me; this right. hear me with patience, FY * 
Baptiſta is a noble gentleman, | Sts 
To whom my father is not all unknown; 1 . 
1 ; And 
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And, were his daughter fairer than ſhe is, 


She may more ſuitors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda's daughter had a thouſand wooers; 
Then well one more may fair Bianca have: 
And fo ſhe ſhall; Lucentio ſhall make ove, 
Though Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone, 

_ Gre. What! "This gentleman will out talk us ag. 

Luc. Sir, give him head; I know, he'll prove a jade, 

Pet. Hortenſio, to what end are all theſe words? 

Hor. Sir, let me be ſo bold as to aſk you, 

Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſta's daughter? 
Fa. No, Sir; but hear I do, that he hath two: 
The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue, | 

As the other is for beauteous modeſty. 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firſt's for me; let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules; 
And let it be more than Alcides* twelve, 

Pet. Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth - 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all acceſs of ſuitors ; 

And will not promiſe her to any man, 
Until the eldeſt ſiſter firſt be wed ; 
The younger then is free, and not before. 
Ta. If it be ſo, Sir, that you are the man 
Muſt ſtead us all, and me amongſt the reſt; 
An if you break the ice, and do this feat — 
Achieve the elder, ſet the younger free | 
For our acceſs—whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not ſo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. | 

Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive 2 
And ſince you do profeſs to be a ſvitor, 

You muſt, as we do, gratify, this gentleman, , 
To whom we all reſt generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be ſlack: in ſign earn 

Pleaſe ye we may contrive this afternoon, _ 
And quaff carouſes to our miſtreſs' health, 
And do as adverſaries do in law— { 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as ſriends. 

Gru. O excellent motion] Fellows, let's begone. 
9 le: 0 WO Hot» 
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Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it ſo j— 
Petruchio, I ſhall be your ben wenuto. [ Exeunt, 
ACT LL. SCENE I. 5 


; * 2 k a 4 
BaPTISTA's Houſe in Padua. Enter KATHARINA, and 


- Bia NCAs 
Bianca. 


Goos ſiſter, wrong me not, nor wrong yourſelf, 
To make a bondmaid and a ſlave of me; 

That I diſdain : but for theſe other gawds— 
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myſelf, 

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat; | 

Or, what you will command me, will I do, 

So well I know my duty to my elders, 

Kath. Of all thy ſuitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt beſt : fee thou diſſemble not. 

Eian. Believe me, ſiſter, of all the men alive, 

I never yet beheld that ſpecial face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. : 
_ Kath, Minion, thou ly'ſt; Is't not Hortenſio? 

Bian. If you affect him, ſiſter, here I ſwear, 

Fl plead for you myſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
* Kath. Oh then, belike you fancy riches more; 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian. lo it for him you do envy me ſo? 
Nay, then you jeſt ; and now well perceive, 
Vou have but jeſted with me all this while: 

I pr'ythee, ſiſter Kare, untie my hands, 5 

Kath. If that be jeſt, then all the reſt was ſo. 
[ Striker her. 


| Enter BArz1ISTA. 
Bap. Why, how now, dame! whence grows this inſo- 
lence _ . 
Bianca, ſtand aſide; poor girl! ſhe weeps:— 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her.— 
For ſhame, thou hilding of a devilifh ſpirit, 


Why doſt thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee? 
0 When 
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Act II. TAM NGO THE SHREW. 


When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word? 
Kath, Her * flouts me, and 7'1i be reveng' d. 
{ flies after BLANCA, 
Bap. What, in my ſight == Bianca, get thee in. 


| [ Exit BLANCA, 
Kath Will you not ſuffer me? Nay, now | fee, 
She is your. treaſure, ſhe muſt have a huſband; 
L muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 


And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 


Talk not to me; I will go fit and weep, 


Till Ican find occaſion of revenge. Dxit Rare, 


-Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as | ? 
But who comes bere? 


Enter GzEMILO, LUCENTI10 in th: Habit of a mean Man ; 
. PETRUCHIO, v0 HoRTENSIO, like a Muſician ; TRA- 
N10 and Blox DELLO bearing @ Lute and Books. 


Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptiſta. 
Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio: God ſave 
you gentleman !. 
Pet. And you, good Sir ! Pray bave you not a daughter 
Call'd Katharina, fair, amd virtuous ?_ 
Bap. | have a daughter, Sir, call'd Katharina, 
Gre. You are too blunt; go to it orderiy, 
Pet. Your. wrong me, ſignior Gremio: give me leave— 
Jam a gentleman of Verona, Sir, a 
That —hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 
Her affability, and baſhful modeſty, 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour 
Am bold to ſhew myſelf a forward gueſt 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſs 
Of that report which I ſo oft have heard. 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 
( Preſenting HoaTzx$10. 
I do preſent you with a man of mine, . 
Cunning in mulic, and the mathematicks, 
To inſtruct her fully in thoſe ſciences, 


Whereof, I know, ſhe is not ignorant: 


Acceꝑt of kim, or elle: you do me wrong; 
Cz 


xp 
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His name is Licio, both in Mantua. f 5 
Bap. You're welcome, Sir; and he, for your good. 
ſake ; 8 


But for my daughter Katharine — this J know, b 
She is not for your turn, the more my grief, Eo 
Pet, I ſee, you do not mean to part with ber; 3 
Or elſe you like not of my company. ye 
Bab. Millake me not, I ſpeak but as I find, 
Whence are you, Sir? what may I call your name: 
Pet. Petruchio is my name; Antonio's ſon, 6 
A man welt known throughout all Italy. 
Bap. I know him well; you are welcome for his lake, 
Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, pray, IN 
Let us, that are poor petitioners, ſpeak too: 
Baccare ? you are marvellous forward. : 
- Pet. Oh, pardon me, ſignior Gremio; ; I would fain be 
doing. | 
- Gre. I doubt it not, Sir; but. you will curſe your woo- 
ing.— f 
Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am ſure of it. 
To exprefs the like kindneſs myſelf, that have been more 
kindiy beholden to you taan any, free leave give to they 
| young ſcholar, that hath been long ſtudying at Rheims 
1 | Preſenting Loc vr z] as cunning, in Greek, Latin, and. 
1 other langnages, as the other in muſic and matheraticks.: 
kis name is Cambio ; pray, accept his ſervice, | 
7 Was: thoufand thanks, fignior Gremio : wel- 
| come, good Cambio.— But, gentle Sir, methinks, you 
| walk like a ſtranger ; [To Txaxi0.] May I be ſo . to 
ik - know the cauſe of your coming ? 

Tra. Pardon me, Sir, the boldneſs is mine own; 
That, being a ſtranger in this city here, 3,2, 
Do make myſelf a ſuitor to your daughter, 

Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous, - 

i - Nor is your firm reſolve unknown to me, | 

| In the preferment of the eldeſt ſiſter : | | 

8 This liberty is all that I requeſt— 9 
That, upon knowledge of my parentage, | 

3% I may have welcome mongſt the reit that woo, 
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And free acceſs and favour as the reſt. 

J And, toward the education of your daughters, 

; J here beſtow a ſimple inſtrument, 

I And this ſmall packet of Greek and Latin books: 


- 1 If you accept them, then their worth is great. 
Bab. Lucentio is your name? of whence I pray. ? 
Tia. Ot Piſa, Sir; fon to Vincentio. 
Bap. A mighty man of Piſa; by report 
T know bim well: you are very welcome, Sir 
Take you the lute, and you-the ſet of books, 
[To HoRTENSIO and LUCENT1O, 
You ſhall go fee your pupils preſently. 
Holla, within == 
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7 „ Enter a Servant. 
2 Sirrah, lead | 
3 Theſe gentlemen to my daughters: and tell them both, 
0 Theſe are their tutors; bid them uſe them well. 
4 Exit Servant with HoRTENS10 and Lock N. 
3 We will go walk a little in the orchard, 
. And then to dinner : You are paſſing welcome, 
2 And ſo I pray you all to think yourſelves 
Fo | Pet. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſs aſketh halte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo 
198 You knew my father well; and in him, me, 
1. Fe olely heir to all his lands and goods, 
253 Which I have better'd rather than decreas'd: 
a L | 'T ates tell me— If | get your daughter's love, 
{8 "hat dowry ſhall I-have with her to wife ? | : 
bx | = After my death, the one half of my lands; 
. Bm —_ in poſſeſſion, twenty thouſand crowns. 
= | Pet. And, for that dowry, PH aſſure her of 
3 Her widowhooud—be it that ſhe ſur vive me 
7 In all my lands and leaſes whatſoe ver; 
1 Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us; 
Y That covenants may be kept on either hend. x 
4 Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtained. 
3 | This 1s—her love; ſor that is all in all. of - 
1 | Pet Why, tun i is nothing; ſor ] tell yan, father, 
2 I am as peremptory as ne proud- minded; 
3 C3 And 
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ARIT, 
And where two raging fires meet together, 
"They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury: 
Though little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme guſts will blow out fire and all: 
So I to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me; : 
For 1 ara rough, and woo not like a babe. +. 
Bap Well may'ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed L 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy words. 
Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds, 
That ſhake not though they blow perpetually. 


Re-enter Hax TEX 810 wwith bis head broke. 


Bap. How now, my friend? why doſt thou look ſo pale 25 


Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if look pale. 


Bap. What, will my daugkter prove a good muſician ?* | 


Hor. I think, ſhe'll ſooner prove a ſoldier; 
Jron may hold with her, but never Jntes. 

Bap. Why, then thou canſt not break her to the lute ? 

Hor. Why, no; for ſhe hath broke the lute to me. 
J did but tel! her, ſhe miſtook her frets, 
And bow'd her hand, to teach her fingering 
When, with a moſt impatient develiſh ſpirit, 
Frets, call you theſe ? quoth ſhe: I fume with them + 
And, with that word, fhe ſtruck me ca the head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way ; 
And there 1 Rocd amazed for a While, 
As on a pillor y, looking through the lute; 
While the did call m.— afcal fidler, 
And—twangling Jack; with twenty fach vile terms, 
As ſhehad ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a luſty wench; 
J love her ten times more than ere did: 
Oh, how 1 long to have ſome chat with her! 
Bap Well, go with me, and be not fo diſcomfited; 
Proceed in praGtice with my younger daughter; 
She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turus — 
's gnior Petruchio, W. II you go-with us; 
'Or ou I lend my daughter Kate to you? 

Pets 


1 
1 
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Pet. 1 pray you do; 1 will attend her here, | 
: [ Exit Bar. with GRE. Ho. and TRA. 
And woo her with ſome ſpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say, that ſhe rail; why then FI] tell her plain, 
She ſings as ſweetly as a nightingale : 
Say, that ſhe frown; PIlſay, ſhe looks as clear 
As morning roſes newly waſh'd with dew :. 
Say, ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word; 
Then I'll commend her volubility, 
And ſay—ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence: 
If ſhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks, 
As though ſhe bid me ſlay by her a week; 
Ik ſhe deny to wed, Pl} crave the day | : 
When I ſhall aſk the banns, and when be married: 
But here ſhe comes; and now, Petruchio. ſpeak. 
| ' Enter KATHARINE. 
Good-morrow, Kate; for that's your name, l hear. : 
Kath. We:lhave you heard, but ſomething hard of hearing; 
They call me — Katharine, that do talk of me. 
Pet. You lie, in faith; for you are call'd plain Kate, 

And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt; 
But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom, 
Kate of Kate- hall, my ſuper dainty Kate, 

For dainties are all cates; and therefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation ;j— 
Hearing thy mildneſs prais'd in every town, 
Thy virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty ſounded, 
(Vet not fo deeply as to thee belongs) 
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Myſelf am mov'd to woo thee for my „ 
Kath. Mov'd! in good time: let him that mov'd you 
hither 


Remove you hence: 1 knew 1485 at the fl, 5 
You were a moveable. 

Pet. Why, what's a movephle 2 

Kath. A joint-tool; | | 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it: come, fit on me. 

Kath. Alles are made to bear, and io are you. 
Pet, Women are made to bæag and fo are you. : 
Halo. No ſuch jade, Sir, as you, if me you mean:- 

| Pet. 
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Pet. Alas, good Kate! I will not burden thee; 

For, knowing thee to be but young and ligit— 
Kath. Too light for ſuch a ſwain as you to catch z: 

And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be. 
Pet. Should be? ſhould buz. 
Kath. Well ta'en, and like a VET EY a 
Pet. Oh, flow-wing'd turtle! ſhall a buzzard take thee? 
Kath Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard. . 
Pet, Come, come, you waſp ; i'faith you are too angry, 
Kaeh. If | be waſpiſh, beſt beware my ſting. 
Pet. My remedy is then, to piuck it out. 

' Kath. Ah, if the fool could find it where it lies. 
Pet. Who knowsnot where a walp doth wear his ſting ?. 

In his tail. 
Kath. In his tongue. 
Pet. Whoſe tongue? 


- Kath. Vour' s, if you talk of tails; and fo farewell; 


Pet . What, with ms e in your tail? . come 
again, 
Good Kate; I am a e = 
Kath. That !'Il try. 7 | [She firikes bim. 
Pet. I ſwear Fil cuff you, if you ſtrike again. 
Katy. So may you loſe your arms: 
Ir you ſtrike me, you are no gentleman); 
And if no gentleman, why,.then no arms. 
Pet. A herald, Kate! ch, put me. in thy books.. 
Kath What is your creit ? a coxcomb ? 
Pet A combleſs cock, fo Kute will be my hen.“ 
Kati. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven. 
Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come; you muſt not look ſo ſour, 
Kath. It is my faſhion, when 1 ſee a crab. | 
Pit. Why, here's no crab, and chereſore look not ſour. 
Kath. There is, there is. 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. 
Kath, Had I gtaſs, I would. 
Pet. What, you mean my face ? 
Kath. Well aim'd of ſuch a young one. 
Pet. Now, by faint George, I am too young ſor you. 
Kath, Yet you are wither'd. 


\ 


Pet. 
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Pet. Tis with cares. 
Kath. 1 care not. 
Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate's : in ſooth, you fangs not ſo. 
Kath. 1 chafe you, if 1 tarry; let me go. 
Pet. No, not a whit; I find you le 
Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and len, 
And now | find report a very liar; [ | 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing conrteous, 
But flow in ſpeech, yet iweet as ſpring- time flowers: 
Thou canſt not frown, thou ca not look aſkance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry "wenches will; 
Nor. haſt thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk ; 
But thou with mildneſs entertain! thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, ſoft and affable. 
Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ? 
Oh ſlanderous world! Kate, like the hazle-twig,. 
Is ſtraight and flender ; and as brown in hue 
As hazle nuts, and ſweeter than the kernels. 
O, let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt not halt. 
Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command. 
Peet. Did ever Dian fo become a grove, 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ?- 
O, be thou Dian, and let her he Kate; 
And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dian fportſul! 
' Kath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech? 
Pet. It is extempore, from my mother- wit. 
Kath. A witty mother! witlefs uad her ſon. 
Pet. Am I not wiſe? by, 
Aath. Ves; keep you warm. : 
Pet. Marry, ſo I mean, ſweet Katharine, i in thy bed: 
And therefore, ſetting all this char aſide, 
Thus i in plain terms ;—Yaur father hath conſented. 
That you ſhall be my wife; your dowry 'greed on ;. 
And will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
Now, Kate, lam a huſband for your turn; 
For, by this light, whereby I ſ:e thy beauty, 
(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well) 
Thou muſt be married to no man but me: 
Fer I am he am born to tame you, Kate; 


- 
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And bring you from a wild Kate to x Tate 
Conformable, as other houſchold Kates, 
Here comes your father; never make denial, 
1 muſt and will have Katharine to my wiſe, 
| Re-enter BayrigTo, G+*EeMto, and TRA No. 
Bap Now, ſignior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with my 
daughter? l 
Pet. How but well, Sir? how but well # 
It were impoſſible I ſno d ſpeed amiſs. 

Hap, Why, how now, daughter Katharine ? in your 

dumps? 

* Kath. Call you me daughter? now, I promiſe vou, 
Vou have fhew'd a tender fatherly regard, a 
To wiſh me wed to one half lunatic; 

A mad-cap. ruffian, and a ſwearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
Pet. Father, tis thus —yourſelf and all the world, 
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; 
If the be curs'd, it is for policy: 
For {he's not froward, but modeſt as the 3 3 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn; 
For patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſſel; 
And Roman Luerece for her ehaſtity: 
And to conclude—we have greed ſo well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day, 
Cath. I'll ſee thee hang'd on Sunday firſt. 
Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! ſhe ſays ſhe'll ſee thee hang'd' 
; firſt. ; 
Tra. Is this your ſpecdiaiiy b nay, then, ö 
. FP part! 

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen; I chuſe her for myſelf; 
If ſhe and I be pleas'd, what's that to you ? 
"Tis bargain'd, *twixt us twain, being alone, 

That ſhe ſhall ſtill be curſt in company. 

I tell you, *tis incredible to believe 

How much ſhe loves me: Oh, the kindeſt Kate 
She hung about my neck; and kiſs on.kifs 

She vy'd ſo faſt, proteſting oath to oath, 

That in a twink ſhe won me to her love. 

Oh, you are novices! tis a world to lee 
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How tame, when men and women are alone, 

A meacock wretch can make the curſteſt ſhrew 
Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto Venice, 
To buy apparel gainſt the wedding-day :— 


Provide the feaſt, father, and bid the gueſts; 


1 will be ſure, my Katharine ſhall be fine. 
Bap. I know not what to ay but wr me —_— 
hands; 
God ſend you joy, Petruchio ! tis a match. 
Gre. Tra. Amen, ſay we; we will be witneſſes, 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu; 
F will to Venice, Sunday comes apace 
We will have rings, and things, and fine array; 
And kiſs me, Kate, we will be married o'Sunday. 
[ Exit PETRUCUTIO and KaTHARINE ſeverally; 
Gre. Was ever match clapp'd up ſo ſuddenly ? 
Bap Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate mart, | 
Tra. Twas a commodity lay ſretting by you: 
"Twill bring-you gain, or periſh on the ſeas. 
Bap. The gain I ſeek is—quiet in the match, 
Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch, 
But now, Baptiſta, to your younger daughter; — 
Now is the day we long have looked for ; 
am your neighbour, and was ſuitor firſt. 
Tra. And | am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witneſs, or your thoughts can gueſs, 
Gre. Youngling ! thou canſt not love ſo dear as J. 
Tra. Grey-beard ! thy love doth freeze. 
Gre. But thine doth fry. - | ; 
Skipper, ſtand back; 'tis age that nouriſneth. 
Tra, But youth, in ladies” eyes that flouriſheth. 
Bap, Content you, gentlemen ; 1 will . this 
ſtrife: | 
"Tis deeds muſt win the prize; and he, of both, 
That can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower, 
Shall have Bianca's love,— 


Say, fignior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 


Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houſe within the city _ 
#8 . 
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Is richly furniſhed with plate and gold; 
Baſons, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands; 
My hangings all of Tyrian tapeſtry ; 
In ivory coffers | have ſtuff*d my crowns; 
In cypreſs cheſts my arras, counterpoints, 
Coltly apparel], tents, and- canopies, 
Fine linen, Turky cuſhions boſs'd with TRY 
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work, 
Pewter and braſs, and all things that belong 
To houſe, or houſeskeeping ; then, at my farm, 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 
Six ſcore fat oxen ſtanding in my ſtalls, 
And all things anſwerable to this portion. 
Myſelf am ſtruck in years, I muſt confeſs; 
And, if I die to-morrow, this is her's, 
H, whilſt I live, ſhe will be only mine. 

Tra. That, only, came well in Sir, liſt to mez 
I am my father's heir, and only fon: 
It I may have your daughter to my wife, 


I'll leave her houſes three or four as good, 


Within rich Piſa walls, as any one 

Old ſignior Gremio has in Padua; 
Beſides two thouſand ducats by the year 
Of fruitful Iand, all which ſhall be her jointure.— 


a 


What, have I pinch'd you, ſignior Gremio ? 


Gre. Two'thouſand ducats by the year-of land! 
My · land amounts not to fo much in all: 

That ſhe ſhall have; beſides an argoſy, 
That now is lying in Marſcilles' road. 
What, have I choak'd you with an argoſy? 


Tre. Gremio, *tis known, my father hath no leſs - 


- 


Than three great argoſies; beſides two galliaſſes, 


And twelve tight gallies: theſe I will aſſure her, 5 


And twice as much, whate'er thou offer'ſt next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all, I have no more; 


And the can have no more than all I have; 3 
If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. Bk 
Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the world, : 


By your firm promiſe ; Gremio is out- vied. 5 
5 z Bap. 
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Bap. I muſt confeſs, your offer is the beſt; ; 


And, let your father make her the nde 
She is your own; elfe, you muſt pardon me: 


Af you ſhould die before him, where's her dower? 


Tra. That's but a cavil; he is old, I young. 
Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old? 


Bap. Well, gentlemen, 


I am thus reſolv'd: —on Sunday next, you A 
My daughter Katharine is to be marry'd + 


Now, on the Sunday following, ſhall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you Wb this aſſurance; 
If not, to ſignior Grenuo : + 


And ſo I take my leave, bay thank You beth. [ Exit, 


Gre. Adieu, good, neighbour. —Now I fear thee not; 
Sirrah, young gameſter, your father were a fool 
Yo give thee all, and in his waining age, 
Set f.ot under thy table : Tut! a toy! 


An old Italian fox is not ſo kind, my boy. [ Exit, 


Tra. A vengeance on your crafty withered ge. 


Let 1 have fac'd it with a card of ten. 


*Tisin my head to do my maſter good ;j— | 
I ſee no reaſon, but ſuppos'd Lucentio - 
Muſt get a father, call d—ſuppos'd Vincentio; 


And that's a wonder: fathers, commonly, 
Do get their children : but, in this caſe of wooing, | 


A child ſhall get a ſire, if | fail not of my cunning, [ Exit, 


— 


— — 
as. 


— — 


ACT III. SCENE 2 


— 


Barrisra' Houſe. Euter LuckEx rio, Hon rxxsꝛo, ad 
| Bianca. | 


Luceittio. 


— 


Fisrzx, 6 you grow too forward, Sir: : 

Have you ſo ſoon forgot the entertainment 

Her ſiſter Katharine welcom'd you withal ? 
Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 

Vaoi tb D 


as. 
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The patroneſs of heavenly, harmony: 
Then give me leave to have prerogative; 
And when in muſic we have ſpent an hour, 
Your lecture ſhall have leiſure for as much. 7 
Luc. Prepoſterous aſs! that never read ſo far 
To know the cauſe why muſic was ordain'd! 
Was it not, to reſreſh the mind of man, 
Aſter his ſtudies, or his uſual pain? 
Then give me leave to read philoſophy, ; 
And, while ] pauſe, ſerve in your harmony. 
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe,braves of thine, 
Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 
To ſtrive for that which reſteth in my choice: 
Jam no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools; | 
Fll not be ty'd to hours, nor pointed times, 
But learn my leſſons as I pleaſe myſelf. - 
And, to cut off all ſtrife, here fit we down :— 
Take you your inſtrument, ptay you the whiles; 
His lecture will be done ere you have tun'd. 
Hor. You'll leave his lecture, when I am in tune: ? 
[HorTEzNs10 retires, 
Tuc. That will be never;—tune your inſtrument. | 
Bien. Where left we laſt? 
Tuc. Here, madam : 
Hac ibat Simois ; hic ef Sigeia ella 7 
Hic ſleterat Priami regia celſa ſends. 
N Bian. Conſtrue them. | 
Luc. Hac ibat, as I told you before imo, I am * 
.centio—4ic %, ſon unts Vincentio of Piſa—Sigeia tellus, 
diſguiſed thus to get your love ;— Hic Aeterat, and that 
Lucentio that comes a ee e is my man Tra- 
nio—regia, bearing my port celſa ſenis, that we * 
beguile the old pantaloon. © . 
Hor. Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. r 
Bian. Let's hear 0 fie! the treble jars. 
Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 
Bian. Now let me fee if I can conſtrue it ; Hac ibat 


Simois, I know you not bie oft Sigeia tellus, I ti uſt you 
not ; 
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not; Hie fleterat Priami, take heed he hear us not re- 
gia, —preſume not j—celſa fences deſpair not. 7 

Hor. Madam, tis now in tune. 

TZuc. All but the baſe. 

Hor. The baſe is right; tis the baſe RY that; jars. 
How fiery and forward our pedant is! | 
Now, for my life, the knave doth court my : 
Pedaſcule, | I'll watch you better yet. 

Zin, In time I may believe, yet l miſtruſt, 

Luc. Miſtruſt it not; for, ſure, Æacides 
Was Ajax—call'd ſo from his grandfather. 

Bian I muſt believe my maſter; elſe, I promiſe you, 


I ſhould he arguing ſtill upon that doubt: 


But let it reſt. Now, Licio, to you :— 


Good maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleaſant with you both. 

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave awhile ; 
My leſſons make no muſic in three parts. ; 

Luc. Are you ſo formal, Sir? well, I muſt wait, 


And watch withal; for, but I be deceiv'd, 


Our fine muſician growerh amorous. [Afide. 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the nente 

To learn the order of my fingering, 

1 muſt begin with rudiments of art; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer ſort,” 2 

More pleaſant, pithy, and effectual, 

That hath been taught by any of my trade: 


And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 


Bian. Why, I am paſt my gamut long ago. 
Hor. Vet read the gamut of Hortenſio. 
Bian [reading.] Gamut I am, the N all arcord, 

Are, to plead Hortenſio's paſſion; 
B mi, Bianca, tale him for thy lord, | 
C Et, that loves with all affettion : : 
D ſol re, one cl; if, two notes have 2. 
E la mi, bow pity, or T die. 
Call you this—gamut ? tut! I like it not: 
Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt; I am not ſo nice, 
To Ke true rules for odd inventions. 


D. 2 


— 
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Enter a Servai; 4 


Serv. Miſtreſs, your father prays you leave your Sooke: 


And help to dreſs your ſiſter's chamber up; 
You know, to-morrow is the wedding- day. 
Dian. Fare wel, Tweet maſters, both; 1 muſt be gone. 


7 . Exit. 


Tuc. Faith, /milireſs, then I have r no cauſe to ſtay, [ Exit, 
Hor. But I have cauſe to pry into this pedant ; 
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love. 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble, 
To caſt thy wand'ring eyes on every ſtale, 
Sezze thee; that liſt: If ence I find thee ranging, 
Hortenſio will:be quit with thee by changing. [ Exit. 


— * 
- by 7 8 


SCENE 2 
Enter Bar rr s A, Gee TaaNIO, KATHARINE, Lo- 
CENT1O, BIANCA, an, Attendants. 


Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed day 
That Katharine and Petruchio ſhould be marry'd, 
And yet we hear not of our ſon-in-law : 

What will be ſaid? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom, when the prieſt attends. 
To ſpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage? 

What ſays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours ? 


Kath. No ſhame but mine; I muſt, ſorſooth, be fore d | 


To give my hand, oppos'd alen my heart, 

Unto a mad-brain'd rudeſby, full of ſplecen; 

Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 

1 told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour: 

And, to be noted for a merry man, 

He'll woo a thoufand, point the day of martiage.. 
Alake friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the bannz; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 

Now muſt the world point at poor Katharine, 
Aud ſay— Lo thre is mad Patruchio's Wife,. 
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- Tf it zwould pleaſe him come and ey her. | 

Tia. Patience; good Katharine, and Baptiſta t too: 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but welll, 
Whatever fortune ſtays him from his word: 
Though he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe ? 

-'Though he be merry, yet withal he's Honeſt. 
| Kath. Would, Katharine had never ſeen him though! J 
2 W a WEEPING 

Bap: Go, girl; 1 cannot blame thee now to weep; 

For ſuch an injury wou'd vex a faint, | 
Much more a threw of thy impatient humour. RY 
Enter BLONDELLO. | n 

Bion. Maſter, maſter! news, old | news/and ſuch. news 

as you never heard of! 

Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be? 

Bian. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petruchio's com- 
ing? ; - 

Baß. Is he e | 

Bion. Why, no, Sir. 

Bap. What then ? _ 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? e 

Bion. When he ſtands where F any, and ſees you there, 

Tra. But, ſay, what to thine old news ? 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, ina new hat, and an 
old jerkin; a pair of old breeches, thrice turr'd; a pair 
of boots that have been candle caſes, one buckled, another 
, c'd; an old ruſty ſword ta'en out of the town armory, 
with a broken hilt, and chapeleſs, with two broken points: 
His horſe hip'd with an old mothy faddle, the ſtirrups of 
no kindred : beſides, poſſeſs'd with the glanders, and 
like to moſe in the chine ; troubled with the lampaſs, in- 
feed with the faſhions, full of windgalls, ſped with ſpa- 
vins, raied with the yellows, paſt cure of the fives, ſtark 
ſpoiled with the ſtaggers, begnawn with the bots; iway'd 
in the back, and ſhoulder-ſhotten ; near legg d before, 
and with a half-check'd bit, and a headſtall of ſheep's 
leather; which, being reſtrain'd to keep him from ſtum- 
bling, hath been often burſt, and now repair'd with-knots : 
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girt ſix times piec'd, and a woman's crupper of velure, | 
which hath two letters for her name, fairly ſet down in 
ſtnds, and here and there pieced-with packthread, 

Bap. Who comes with him? 5 

Bion. Oh, Sir, his lacquey, for all the world capariſon' d 
like the horſe; with a linen ſtock on one leg, and a 
kerſey boot-hoſe on the other, garter'd with a red and 

blue liſt; an old hat, and The humour of forty fancies 

prick*d nr for a feather: a monſter, a very monſter 
in apparel; and not like a chriſtian . or a gentle- 
man's lacquey. | | 

Tra. Tis ſome odd humour le him to this fa- 

| mhion 3 

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell d. 
Bap. lam glad he is come, howſoever he comes. 
Bion. Why Sir, he comes not. : Pe 
Bap. Didſt thou not ſay, he comes? 
Bion. Who ? that Petruchio came? 
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 
Bion. No, Sir; T ſay, his horſe comes with him on his 
back. 5 
Bap. Why, that” s all one. 
Bion. Nay; by faint Jamy, I hold you a penny, 
A horſe and a man is more than one, and yet not many. 
| Enter PETRUCU10 and Gnu. 
Pet. Come, where be theſe gallants? who is at mm | 
Baß. You are welcome, Sir. 
Pet. And yet I come not well. 
Bap. And yet you halt not. 
Tra. Not fo well en 
As I wiſh you were. 
Pet. Were it better, I ſhould rolk in thus. - 
Fut where is Kate? where is my lovely bride 
How does my father ?—Gentles, methinks you frown ; 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company; 
As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? 3 
Bup. Why, Sir, you know this 15 your wedding. day; 3 


Firſt were we fad, fearing you would not come; 
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Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided; 
Fye! doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, _ 
An eye ſore to our ſolemn feſtival. _ 

Tra. And tell us, what occaſion of i import 

Hath all fo long detain'd you from your wife, 

And ſend you hither ſo unlike yourſelf ?. 
Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear; 
- Sufficeth, l am come to keep my word, 
Though in ſome part enforced to digreſs; 
Which, at more leiſure, I will ſo- excuſe... 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 1 

But, where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her: 

The morning wears, tis time we were at church. 

Tra. See not your bride in theſe unreverent robes; 

Go to my ehamber, put on clothes of mine. | 
Pet. Not I, believe me; thus I'll viſit her. 

Baß. But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her. 
Pet. Good ſooth, even thus; therefore have done with 
words; | 

To me ſhe's marry'd, not unto- my clothes: 

Could | repair what ſhe will wear in me, 

As [ can change theſe poor accoutrements, 

"I'were well ſor Kate, and better for myſelf. 

But what a fool am I, to chat with you, 

When I ſhould bid good: error to * bride, 

Aud ſeal the title with a lovely kiſs? 
[Exit PzT. Gru. and BioNs 
| Tra. He hath ſome meaning in. his mad attire ; | 

We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 

To put on better-ere he go to church, 3 
Baß. Il after him, and fee the event of this [Zxit. 
Fra. But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add 

'Her father's liking : Which to bring topaſs, 

As I before imparted to your worſhip, 
Il am to get a man—whate'er he be, 

It {kills not much; we'll fit him to our turn 

And he ſhall be Vine of Piſa; | 
And make aflurance, here in Padua, | 
Of greater ſums than i have promiſed, 
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80 ſhall you quietly enjoy your hope, 
And marry ſweet Bianca with conſent. 


Luc. Were it not that thy fellow ſchool-maſter 
Doth watch Bianca s ſteps ſo narrowly, 
Twere good, methinks, to ſteal our marriage 
Which, once perform'd, let all the world ſay— no, 
Fl keep mine own, deſpight of all the world. 
Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in this buſineſs :— 
We ll over-reach the grey-beard, . 
The narrow. prying father, Minola; 
The quaint muſician, amorous 10 
| All tor wy maſter's ſake, Lucentio.— | 
| Re-enter GREMIO, 1 
Signior Gremio ! came you from the church? 
Gre. As willingly as e' er I came from ſchool. \ 
Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming home-? ? 
: Gre. A bridegroom, ſay you? tis a groom, indeed, 
| A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find. 
| Tra. Curſter than ſhe ? why, 'tis impoſlible. 
Gre, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 
Tra. Why, ſhe's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam. 
Gre. Tut! ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 
I'll tell you, Sir Lucentio; When the prieſt 
Should aſk—if Katharine ſhould be his wife. 
Ay, by gogs-wouns, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 
That, all amaz'd, the prieſt Jet fall the book: 
And, as he. ſtoop'd again to take it up, 
'This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him ſuch a cuff, 
That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieſt > 5 
Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift. 
Tra. What faid the wench, when he roſe up again ? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhook ; for why, * N 11 
ſwore, 
As if 95 vicar meant to cozen him. 
But after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine: | 
A health, quoth he, as if he had been Werk 
Carouſing to his mates after a ſterm: 


"A 


AR UI. TAMING OF THE SHREW, | 45 


Quaff'd off the muſcadel, and threw the ſops 
All in the ſexton's face; having no other reaſon" 
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly, 
And ſeem'd to afk him ſops as he was ag, 
This done, he took the bride about the neck, 

And kiſs'd her lips with ſuch a clamorous ſmack, 

That, at the parting, all the church did SHR 8 

1, ſceing this, came thence for very ſhame z ; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming: 

Such a mad marriage never was before: 


Hark, hark! I hear the minſtrels play. [Arge plays 


Te P.TRUCH10, Kwan. BIANCA, HoRTENSE0. 
. and BAPTISTA. | by 


Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for s 
F know you think to dine with me to-day, | 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding-cheer ; 
But ſo it is, my haſte doth call me hence, 
And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 
Bap. Is't poſſible you will away to-night ? - - 
Pet. I muſt away to-day, before night come: 
Make it no wonder; if you knew my buſineſs, 
| You would entreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And, . honeſt company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away myſelf 
To this molt patient, ſweet, and virtuous wife: 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me; 
a or I muſt hence, and farewell to you all, 
Tra. Let us entreat your ſtay till after dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. 
Eee. Let me entreat you: 
Pet It cannot be. 
Kath, Let me entreat you. 
Pet. I am content. | 
Kath. Are you content to ſtay.? _ 
Pet. I am content. you ſhall entreat me ſtay 5; 
But yet not ſlay, entreat me how you can. 
Kath, Now, if you love me, Taye 
Pet. Grabs, my horſes. | 
Sru. 
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Fru. Ay, Sir, they be _— the oats have eaten the 
horſes- — | Mm 
Kath, Nay, then, 3 | - 
Do what thou canſt, I wilt not go e-day's : | 
No, nor to-morrow, nor *till I pleaſe myſelf, 
= Ihe door is open, Sir, there lies your way, 
You may be jogging, while your boots are green; 
For me, I'll not be gone, till | pleaſe myſelf ;— 
Tis like, you'll prove a jolly ſurly grèom, 
That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. 
Pet. Q, Kate, content thee; pr'ythee, be not angry. 
4\ Kath. I will be angry; What haſt thou to do? 
Pather, be quiet; he ſhall tay my leiſure. 
Gre. Ay, marry, Sir: now it begins to work. 
_ Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner — 
T fee a woman may be made a fool, 
If ſhe had not a ſpirit to reſiſt. | 
Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy command: 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her; 
Go to the feaſl, revel and domineer, 
Carouſe full meaſure to her maidenhead; 
Be mad and merry or go hang yourſelves; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret; 

T will be maſter of what is mine wn: 
She is my goods, my chattels: ſhe is my houſe, | N 
My houſchold-ſtuff, my field, my barn, | 

My horſe, my ox, my aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her whoever dare ; 
PI! bring my action on the proudeſt he 
That ſtops my way in Padua. —Grumio, 
Pra forth thy weapon, we're beſet with thieves; 
Reſcue thy miſtreſs, if thou be a man 
Fear not, ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch _; Kate; s 
FIl buckler thee againſt a million. 
fa PETRUCHIO and KATHARINE, 
Baß. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. | 
© . Gre, Went they not quickly, I ſhould die with laughing. 
. Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like! 
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Tuc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your iter! ? 
Bian. That, being mad -herſelf, ſhe's madly mated. , 
Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 4 
Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and brides 
groom wants 
For to ſupply the places at the table, 
You know there wants no junkers at the feaſt : — 
Lucentio, you ſhall ſupply the bridegroom's place : 
And let Bianca take her ſiſter's room. 
| Ta. Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to bride it? 
Pop. She ſhall, Lucentio, Nome, gentlemen, let's go. 
1 


ACT IP. SCENE 7. 


PzTRUCH10's Country Houſe, Enter GRUMIO. 


Grumio, | - 


F YE, fye, on A ticed jades! on all 3 maſters! and 
all foul ways! Was ever man ſo beaten? was ever man 
ſo ray d? was ever man ſo weary? 1 am ſent before to 
make a fire, and they are coming after to warm them. 
Now, were not I a little pot and ſoon hot, my very 'lips 
might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my 
mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I ſhould come by a fire 
to thaw me :—But l, with blowing the fire, ſhall warm 
myſelf: for, conſidering the weather, a taller man chan 
I will take cold. Holla, hoa! Curtis! 
Enter CURTIS. 

Curt. Who is that, calls ſo coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice: If thou doubt it, thou may ſt ſlide | 
from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater a run but 
my head and my neck, A fire, good Curtis. 

Curt, Is my maſter and his wife coming, Grumio ? 

Gru. Oh, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire, fire ; caſt 
on no Water, 


in 


Curt; 
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Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as he's reported! 7 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this froſt: but thou 
know'ſt, winter tames man, woman, and beaſt; for it 

hath tam'd my old maſter, and my new miſtreſs, and 
myſelf, fellow Curtis. ; 

Curt. Away, you three-inch fool! Iam no beaſt. 

Gru Am I but three inches? why, thy horn is a footy, 
and fo long am l, at the leaſt. But wilt thou make a fire, 5 
or ſhall I complain on thee to our miſtreſs, whoſe hand 
(the being now at hand) thou ſhalt ſoon feel, to thy 9 8 
comfort, for being ſlow in thy hot office. 

Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, How goes * 
world ? | - 

Gzu. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine 
and, therefore, fire: Do thy duty, and have thy duty; for 
any maſter and miſtreſs are almoſt frozen-to death. 

Curt. There's fire ready; and n good Grumio, 
the news? | 

Gru. Why, Fack Soy? / ho boy 1 and as much news as 


thou wilt. 
Curt. Come, you are fo full of * — 


' Gru. * Why therefore, fire; for I have caught extreme 
cold. Where's the cook? is ſupper ready, the houſe | 
trimm'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs fwept ; the ſerving- 
men in their new fuſtian, their white ſtocking, and every 
officer his wedding-garment on? be the jacks fair within, 
the jills fair without, the carpeys laid, and every thing 1 in | 
order? 6 
| | Curt. All ready; nd therefore, I pray thee, news? 
B Tra. Firſt, know, my horſe is tired ; my maſter and 
5 miſtreſs fallen out. \ 
Curt, How ? „„ 
| Gru. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt; and thereby 
- Hangs a tale. 
- Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumio, 
Gru. Lend thine ear. ö 
Curt. Here. . 7 
Gru. There. | [Strikes Bim. 


Curt, Thisis to feel 8 tale, not to hear a tale, | 
. f x | Er. 
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- Gru. And therefore 'tis call'd, a ſenſible tale: and this. 
ceuff was but to knock at your ear, and beſeech liſt'ning. p 
Now I begin: Imprimis, we came down a foul hill, my 
maſter riding behind my miſtreſs :t— | 
Curt, Both on one horſe ? | 
Gru. What's that to thee ? 


Curt. Why, a horſe. . f 
Gru. Tell thou the tale ZBut hadſt thou not croſs; d 


me, thou ſhould'ſt have heard how the horſe fell, and 
ſhe under her horſe; thou ſhould'ſt have heard, in how 
miry a place: how ſhe was bemoiPd; how he left her witk 
the horſe upon her: how he beat wk becauſe her horſe 
ſtumbled; how ſhe waded through the dirt to pluck him off 
me; how he ſwore; how ſhe pray'd—that never pray'd 
before; how I cry'd; how the horſes ran away; how her 
bridle was burſt; how 1 loſt my crupper ;—with many. - 


Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you all 4 
ſhall find, when he comes home. But what talk I of Ras 
this ?—call forth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Philip, "0 
Walter, Sugarſop, and the reſt : let their heads be fleekly 

., comb'd, their blue coats bruſh'd, and their+. garters 
of an indifferent knit: let them curtſy with, their left 
legs; and not preſume to touch a hair of my maſter's 
horſe-tail, till they Riſs their hands. Are . all ready ? 

Curt, They are. - {A 

Gru. Call them forth. 5 

Curi. Do you hear, ho? you muſt meet my maſter, to 
countenance my miſtreſs, 

Gru, Why, ſhe hath a face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that? » | : 
S. Thou, it feems ; that call'ſt for Company to coune 
| tenance her. 

Curt. I Gall them forth to credit her. 


t Enter four or Aue ſerving Men. 
* Why, ſhe comes to borrow ROGUE of them. 
Nath Welcome home, Grumio. 

„ Phil. How nowg Grumio ? hs 


Volt. In | E | The 


things of worthy memory; which now ſhall die in a obi 1 * 
vion, and thou return unexperienc'd to thy grave. 4 De 
Curt. By this reckoning, he is more ſhrew than ſhe, | bp» 


* 


-/ 
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* n eee Grumio?ꝰꝛ | | 
Mich. Fellow Grumio ! | . 3 

„Ndl. How now, old lad? 5 

Gru. Welcome, you ;—how now, you; petites, you ; 
fellow, you and thus much for greeting. Now, my 
ſpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? 
Nath. All things are ready: How near is our maſter? | 
Eru. E'en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be 
not Cockꝰ's paſſion, filence ! I hear my maſter. 
Enter P:xTRUCHIO and KATHARINE, BY 
Pet. Where be theſe F INVES? OW; no man at tho 
313 door, 
To hold my ſtirrup, nor to take my horſe! 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip 
All Serv. Here, here, Sir: here, Sir. , 
Pet. Here, Sir! here, Sir! here, Sir! here, Sir 
"You'logger-headed and unpoliſh'd grooms ! 
What, no attendance ? no regard? no duty: — 
Where is the fooliſh knave | ſent before? 
Stu. Here, Sir; as fooliſh as I yas before. 
Pet. You Pest ſwain! you whoreſon e 
' drudge! 
Did not I bid thee meet me in the park, 

And bring along theſe raſcal knaves with thee? 
© Gru. NathaniePs cart, Sir, was not fully made, 
And Gabriels pumps were all unpink'd # the heel; 
There was no link to colour Peter's hat, 

And Walter's dagger was not come from ſheathing: 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph and Gregory? 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 4 
Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you. 

Pet. Go, raſcals, go, and fetch my . in.— 

a [EZExeunt Ser vanti. 
yer is the Life that late Thed— Saf NY 
Where are thoſe Sit down, Kate, and 7 ; | 
Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud! 8 

Ke-enter Servants, with Supper. - BE 
Why, when, L ſay ?—Nay, good ſweet Kate, be merry. 
tk with my boots, you rogues, you villains; When? 


Me 
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Tt weas the friar of orders grey, $4 { Singers 
As be forth walked on bis way r= | | 
Out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry}: | 

Take nt, and mend the a, off the other. 
| [I[.—trilet him, 
Be merry, Kate some water, here ; what, ho! 
; Enter one with Water. 
Where's my ſpaniel Troilus?—Sirrah, get you hence, -. 
And bid my couſin Ferdinand come hither ;— 
One, Kate, that you muſt kiſs, and be acquainted with.—. 
Where are my ſlippers ?—Shall I have ſome water? 
Come, Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily ;!S- _ 
- You, whoreſon villain! will you let it fall? 
Kath. Patience, I pray you; 'twas a fault unwilling.  . 
Pet. A whorefon, beetle-headed, flap-ear d knave ! . 
Come, Kate, ſit down ; I know, you have a ſtomach. Will 
you give than | ſweet Kate; or elle ſhall 12— What's 
this? mutton? | Daze 

1 Ser. Ay. £7 

Pet. Who brought it? 

Ser. 1. 

Pet. Tis burat and fo i is all the meat: 

What dogs are theſe? Where is the raſcal cock! 
How durſt you, villains, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all: 
[ Throws the Meat, Fc. about the Stage, 
You heedleſs 1 and unmanner'd ſlaves! 
What do you grumble? Ul] be with you ſtraight, 
Kath. I pray you, huſbaud, be not fo diſquiet; 
The meat was well, if you were ſo contented, 

Het. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt, and dry'd ways $5 
And | expreſsly am forbid to touch it, | 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; | 
And better *twere, that both of us did faſt - 


Since, of ourſelves, ourſelves are choleric—. 


Than feed it with ſuch over-roaſted fleſh, 


Be patient ; to-morrow it ſhall be mended, } ] - 
| | E 2 | 
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And, for this night, we'll faſt for company _ | 
: Come, 1 will bring thee. to thy bridal chamber. [ Excunt. 
| Enter Servants ſeverally. f 

Natb. Peter, didſt ever ſee the like ? 

Peter. He kills her in her own humour, 

i Re-enter CR iIs. 

Ou. Where is he? 

Curt. In her chamber, 5 
Making a ſermon of continency to her: 
Andaails, and ſwears, and rates; that ſhe, poor foul; 
Knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak; 
And fits as one new- riſen from a em. ME ng | 
5 Away, n for he is coming hither. n 8 

Fe- enter PETRUCHIO, | 1 

Pes Thus have 1 politickly begun my reign, 
And 'tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully : 
My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing” empty: 
And, till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full-gorg'd; 
For then ſhe never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To make her come, and know her keeper's call; 
That is—to watch her, as we watch theſe kites, 
That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient. 


She eat no meat te- day, nor none ſhall eat; 


Laſt night ſhe flept not, nor to night ſhe ſhall not: 

As with the meat, ſome undeſerved fault 

I'll find about the making of the bed; 

And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolſter, 

This way the coverlet, another way the ſheets jm» 

Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend, a 
That all is done in reverend care of her; 

And, in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night : 

And, if ſhe chance to nod, III rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her ſtill awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindnefs; 

And thus l'lt curb her mad and head- -ſirong humour: 
He that knows better how to,tame a ſhrew, | 
Now let him ſpeak ; tis 9 to ſhew. [Exit 
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SCENE II. 


Before waere Houſe, Enter Tanto, and Hokrrx- 
510. K 


T ra. let pollble friend Licio, chat 1 1 Bianca | 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? 
I tell you, Sir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 
Hor Sir, to ſatisfy you in what I have ſaid, 
Sand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. | 
{ They „fand by. 
Enter Bands and LUCENT10; 
Luc. Now, miſtreſs, profit you in what you read? 
Hian, What, maſter, read you ? firſt, reſolve me that, 
Luc. I read that 1 profeſs the art of love. 
Bian. And may you prove, Sir, maſter of your art! 
Luc. While you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of my heart. 
[ They retire backward, 
Hor. Quick proceders, marry! Now tell me, 1 pray, 
You that durſt fwear that your miſtreſs Bianca 
J. ov'd none in the world ſo well as Lucentio, SO 
Tra. O deſpightful love! unconftant woꝛnankind!— 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. | 
Hor. Miſtake no more: I am not Licio, 8 
Nor a muſician, as 1 ſeem to be; x | 
But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a gentleman, 
And makes a god of ſuch a cullion ; 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd— Hortenſio. 
Tra. Signior Hortenſio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affeQion to Bianca; p 
And ſince mine eyes are witneſs of her lightneſs, 
I will with you—if you be ſo contented 
Forſwear Bianca and her love tor ever. 
Hor. See, how they kiſs and court !—Signior Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow— 
Never to woo her more; but do forſwear her, 
As one uaworthy all the former favours . 


1 | That 


* 
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That I have fondly flatter*d her withal. 


Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath 
Never to marry her, though ſhe would entreat: 


| Fye on her! ſee, how beaſtly ſhe doth court. him. 


Hor. Would all the world, but he, had quite forfworn ! 


For me—that I may ſurely. keep mine oath, 


1 will be marry'd to a wealthy widow, 


- Ere three days paſs ; which. hath as long lov'd me, 
As ] have lav'd this proud-diſdainfut baggard: | 
And ſo farewell, ſignior Lucentio.— 


Kindneſs in women, not their beauteous looks, 

Shall win my love: —and fo I take my leave, 

In reſolution as I ſwore before. [Exit HoxrT. - 
Tra. Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch grace 


As longeth to a lover's bleſſed caſe! 
| Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love; 


And have forſworn you, with Hortenſio. 
[LocrNTIO and BIANCA eee 8 
Bian Tranio, you jeſt; But have you both forſworn me? 
"Tra. Miſtreſs, we have. 
T uc. Then we are rid of Licio 
Tra. I'taith, he'll have a luſty widow now, 


That ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 


Bian. God give him joy! | 
Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her. 
Bian. He ſays.fo, Tranio. 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the tamingſchool. 

Mite: The taming ſchool ! what, is there ſuch a place? 
Tra. Ay, miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the maſter, 

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long 

To tame a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 

Enter B1ONDELL0, running. 

Bion. Oh maſter, maſter, I have watch'd ſo long 


- 


3 


That 'm dog-weary ; but at laſt 1 mes. 


An ancient angel coming down . hill, 
Will ſerve the turn. p 


Tra. What is he, Biondello ? ? 
Bian Maſter, a mercantè, or a pedant, 
3 know not what; but formal in appatet, 


In 
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In gait and countenance ſurely like a father, 
Luc. And what of him, Tranio * ö 
Tra. Ii he be credulous, and truſt my tale, 
vn make him glad to ſeem Vincentio; 
And give aſſurance to Baptiſta Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio. 
Take! in your love, and then let me alone. 
| Execunt LUCENTI10 and Biawea, 
Emer a Pedant. | 
Peu. God ſave you, Sir! 5 
Ja. And you, Sir! you are welcome. 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 
(Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a week or two: 
But then up farther; and as far as Rome; | 
And ſo to Tripoly, if God lend me os 
Tra. What countryman, I pray? 
Ped. Of Mantua, 
Tra. Of Mantua, Sir ?—marry, God forbid? 
And come to Padua, careleſs of your life ? 
. Ped. My lite, Sir how, I pray ? for that goes your 
Tra. Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua; Know you not the cauſe ?- 
Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice; and the duke 
(For private quarrel tw ixt your Juke and him) 
Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly 
*Tis marvel ; but that you're but newly come, 
You might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about, 
Ped. Alas, Sir, it is worſe for me than ſoz 
For 1 have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and mult here deliver them. 
Tra. Well, Sir, to do you courteſy, 
This will I do, and this will I adyiſe yon; 
Firſt, tell me, have you ever been at Pula ? 
Ped. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been; 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens. 
Tre. Among them, know you one Vincentio ? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 
A merchant of incomparable wealth 


"Tra. He is my father, Sir; and, footh to 77 
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In countenance ſomewhat doth reſemble you. | 

Bien. As much as an apple doth an oyſter, and all one. 
Aide. 
Tra. To ſave your life in this extremity, _ 
This favour will 1 do you for his fake: N 
And think it not the worſt of all your fortunes, | 


That you are like to Sir Vincentio. 


His name and credit ſhall you undertake, 
And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd ;— 
Look that you take upon you as you ſhould; 
You underſtand me, Sir; — ſo ſhall you ſtay | 
Till you have done your buſineſs in the city: 
| If this be courteſy, Sir, accept of it, 125 
Pied. Oh, Sir, I do; and will repute you ever _ p 
The patron of my life and liberty, | 
Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good. 
This, by the way, I let you underſtand j— - 
My father is here look'd for every day, 
To paſs aſſurance of a dower in marriage 
*Twixt me and one Baptiſta's daughter here: 
In all theſe circumſtances I'll inſtruct you: 
Go with me, Sir, to clothe ”_ as Weener you. [Excunt, 


i 
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- Enter KATHARINE and GRUMIO. 


Gru. No, no, forſooth; I dare not for my life. 

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his ſpite appears: 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me ? TG. 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door, 

Upon entreaty, have a preſent alms; : 
If not, elſewhere they meet with charity: 
But I—who never knew how to entreat, 
or never needed that ] ſhould entreat— 
Am ſtarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep : - 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed: 
And that which ſpites me more than all theſc wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love; | „ 


— 
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As who ſhould ſay—if I ſhould ſleep, or eat, 
»rwere deadly ſickneſs, or elſe preſent death, 
1 pry*thee go, and get me ſome repaſt; 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food. 
Gru. What ſay you to a neat's foot? | 
Kath. Tis paſſing good ; I pr'ythee, let me have it, 
Gru. 1 fear, it is too phlegmatic a meat. | 
How ſay you to a fat tripe, finely broil'd ? 
| Kath. I like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru, 1 cannot tell; I fear tis eholerick. 
What ſay you to a pice of beef, and muſtard ? 
Kath. A diſh that I do love to feed upon. RY 
. Gru. Ay, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 
Kath, Why, then the beef, and let the muſtard reſt. 
Gru. Nay, then I will not; you ſhall have the muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no heef of Grumio. » 
Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
G. Why, then the muſtard without the beef. 
_ Kath, 8 get FOG gone, thou falſe deluding ſlave,  * 
— n ¶ Beat, him. 
That feed me with the very name of meat: 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack cf you, 
That triumph thus upon my miſcry! 
Go, get thee gone, | lay. 


Enter PzTRVCEIO and HorTENsS10, with Meat: 
Pet How fares my Kate? What, ſweeting, all amort? 
Har. Miſtreſs, what cheer > 
Kath, *Faith, as cold as can be. 

Pet. Pluck up thy ſpirits, look cheerfully upon me. ; 
Here, love; thou ſeeft how diligent I am, ; 

| To dreſs thy meat myſelf, and bring it thee: 

I am ſure, ſweet Kate, this kindnefs merits thanks, 

What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov'ſt it not; 

And all my pains is forted to no prove — 

Here, take away this diſh, 

Kath. I pray you, let it ſtand. | 

Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaid with thanks; 
And ſo {hall mine, before you touch the meat. 

: / 1 


* 
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Kath. 1 thank you, Sir. 1 
Her. Signior Petruchio, fye! you are to blame. 2 
Come, miſtreſs Kate, 11] bear you company. 32 
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenſio, if thou lov'ſt me. . 
4. 
Much good do i it unto thy gentle heart ! F 
"Kate, cat apace ;—And now, my honey love, 
Will we return unto thy father's houſe ; | . N 
And revel it as bravely as the beſt, ( £4 - 
With ſilken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With rufts, and cuffs, and fardingals,and things; | 
With ſcarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery; . 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, haſt thou din'd ? The tailor Rays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy body with his ruſtling treaſure — 
Enter Tailor. 
Come, tailor, let us ſee theſe ornaments; | 
Enter Haberdaſber. 
Lay forth the gown, What news with you, Sir 1 7 
Hab. Here is the cap your worſhip bid beſpeak,} 
Pes. Why, this was moulded on a porringer; 
A velvet diſh ;—fye, fye! 'tis lewd and filthy : 
Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnut-ſhell. 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby? s cap: 4 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 
Kab. I' have no bigger; this doth fit the time, 
And gentle women wear fuch caps as cheſe. 
Pet. When you are gentle, you bas have one 8 | 
And not ttill then, | 
Her That will net be in haſte, - © [Afi 5 
Kath. Why, Sir, I truſt, I may have leave to ſpeak ; 
And ſpeak I will; | am no child, no babe: - 
Your betters have endnr'd me ſay my mind” „ 
And, if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your ears, 
My tongue will tell che anger of my heart; 
Or elſe my heart, concealing it, will break; 4 
And, rather, than it ſhall, I will be free 1 
Even to the uttermoſt, as I pleaſe, in words. 
Pet. Why, thou ſay't true; it is a pal try cap, 


— 
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A cuſtard-coffin, a bauble, a filken pye : 
IJove thee well, in that thou lik'ſt it not. 
— Math. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap; 
And it 1 will have, or I will have none. | 
Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay ;—Come, tailor, let us fee't, 
O mercy, God! what maſking ſtuff is here? 
What's this? a fleeve ? tis like a demi-cannon : 
What! up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart ? 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and fliſh, and flaſh, 
Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop : = _ 
Why, what, o'devil's name, tailor, calPft thou this? 
Hor. 1 lee, ſhe's like to have neither cap nor gown, 


b Ale. 


= 


Tui. You bid ths make it orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion, and the time. 
Pet. Marry, and did; but if you be remembred, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
Go, hop me over every kennel home,. 
For you ſhall hop without my cuſtom, Sir: 
PI none of it; hence, make your beſt of it. 

Kath. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gown, 

More quaint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable : : 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet. Why, true; he means to make a puppet of thee. 
Tai. She ſays, your worſhip means to make a Puppet 
of her. 

Pet. Oh munſirous foe! | 
Thou lieſt, thou thread, thou thimble, | 
Thou yard, three-quarters, half. yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thoũ winter cricket thou: 
Brav'd in mine own houſe with a fkein of thread! 
Away, thou rag, that quantity, thou remnant ; 
Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy yard, ; 
As thou ſhalt think on pratting whilſt thou liv'ſt! 
I tell thee, I, that thou haſt marr' d her gewn. 

Tai. Your worſhip is deceiv'd; the gown is made 
Juſt as my maſter had direction: 

Grumio gave order how it ſhould be done. | 

Gra. I gave him no order, I gave him the ſtuff, 

| : - Tat. 


* 


* — 
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4 
; Tai, But how did you deſire it ſhould be made ? 
Gru. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread. 
Tai. But did you not requeſt to have it cut? 
Gru. Thou haſt fac'd ARE things. NO ey 


! 


” 


Tai. I have. 1 


TT 


Gru. Face not me: thou haſt brav'd many men: 
brave not me; I will neither be fac'd, nor brav'd 1 lay 
unto thee— bid thy maſter cut out the gown ; but [- 
did not bid him cut it to pieces: ergo, thou lieſt. 

Tui. Why, here is the note of the faſhion to lg: 
Pet. Read it. 
' Gre. The note lies in his. throat, if he ſay I ſaid 5. 


. Tai. Tmprimis, a logſe-bodied gown : 


Gre. Maſter, if ever I ſaid looſe-body'd gown, 3 me 
up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death with a bottom 
of brown thread : ſaid, a gown, 

Pet. Proceed, N 

Tai. With a ſmall compaſe'd cape ; 

Gru. I confeſs the cape. 2 p 

Tai. With a trunk fleeve joo—_— | 
Ern. I confeſs two fleeves, 


Tai. The fleeves curiouſly cut, 
Pet. Ay, there's the villany. 


Gru. Error 1 the bill, Sir; error i' the pin. com- 
manded the ſlee ves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up a- 
gain; and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy little fin- 
ger be armed in a thimble. 

Tai. This is true that I ſay; an I had thee. in. place 
where, thou ſhould'ſt know it. | 

Gru. I am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill, give 


— 


me thy mete- yard, and ſpare- not me. . 
Hor, God-a-mercy, Grumio ! then he ſhall have ond 
Pet. Well Sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. < 


Gru. You are i' the right, Sir; tig for my miſtreſs. 
Pet. Go take it up unto thy maſter's uſe. 
Gre. Villain, not for thy life: : en up · my mire 
gown for thy maſter's uſe ! 
Pet. Why, Sir, what's your conceitin that? 
_ Gru, Oh, Sir, the conceit is geeper than you think for: 
2 : Take 


Sy 
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Take up my miſtreſs” gown unto e s uſe! 
Oh, fye, fye, fye! 

Pet. Hortenſio, ſay thou wilt ſee the tailor * — 
5 
Go take it hende; be gone, and ſay no more. 

Hor. Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow. 
Take no unkindneſs of hishaſty words: | 
Away, I ſay; commend me to thy maſter. [ Exit Tailor, 
Pet. Well, come, my Kate; we will unto your father” *, 
Even in theſe honeſt mean habiliments ; 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor: 1 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich; ; 
And as the ſun breaks through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Becauſe his feathers are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Becauſe his painted ſkin contents the eye? . 
Oh, no, good Kate; neither art thou the worſe 
For this poor See and mean array. 
If thou account'ſt it ſhame, lay it on me: N * 
And therefore, frolick ; we will hence forthwith, 
To feaſt and ſport us at thy father's boufe.— ; 
Go, call my men, and let us ſtraight to him: | 
And bring our horſes unto Long-lane end, 
There will me mount, and thither walk on foot. 
Let's fee; I think 'tis now ſome ſeven o'clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 
Kath. | dare aſſure you, Sir, tis almoſt two; 
And *twill be ſupper time ere you come re. 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven ere I go to horſe : 
Look, what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are ſtill croſſing it.—Sirs, let's alone: 
I will not go to-day ; and ere I do, 
It ſhall be what o'clock I ſay it is. 
Hor. W ſo! T6 gallant will command the ſun, 
(Exit PRT. Kak. and "On: 
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No worſe than 1 , Six—upon ſome agreement, 
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SCENE IS. 


Before BarTISTA's Houſe, Enter Pane, and the Pe- 
dant dreſſed like ViNncen rio. 1 1 


Tra. Sir, this is the houſe; Pleaſe it you that I call? 
Ped. Ay, what elſe? and, but [ be deceiv'd, 
Signior Baptiſta may remember me, 


Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, 588 


Where we were lodgers at the Pegaſus. 
Tra. Wis well; and hold your own, in any caſe, 


With ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father, 
Enter . 17 


Ped. F warrant you: But, Sir, here comes ye your boy; 3 


Twere good he were ſchool'd. 


Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, - 
Now do your duty thoroughly, I adviſe you; 


Imagine 'twere.the right Vincentio, : 


Bion. Tut! fear not me. 

Tra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſta? 

Bion. I told him that your father was in Venice; 
And that you look'd for him this day in Padua. 
Fra. Thou'rt a tall fellow; hold thee that to drink. 


Here comes Baptiſta. ſat your countenance, Sir. 


Enter BAPTISTA and L.UCENT10, 


Signior Baptiſta, yop are happily met : 


Sir, this is the gentleman I teld you of: 
I pray you, ſtand good father to me now, 


_ Give me Bianca fer my DIO: 


Ped, Sofr, fonl!— 
Sir, by your leave ; having come to is 9 


To gather in ſome debts, my ſon Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 


Of love between your daughter and himſelf : 
And for the good report I hear of yon; 


2 for the love he beareth to your daughter, 


And ſhe to him to ſtay him not too long, 


I am content, in a good father's care, 


To have him mateb- d; and —if you pleaſe to like 
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Me ſhall you find ready and willing 

With one conſent to have her ſo betow'd-: - 

For curious I cannot be with yor, 

Signior Baptiſta, of whom I hear ſo well. 5 
Bap. Sir, pardon me in what l have to ſay ;— 

Your plaianeſs, and your ſhortneſs, pleaſe me well. 

Right true it is, your ſon Lucentio here 

Doth love my daughter, and the loveth him, , 

Or both diſſemble deeply their aſſections: | 


And, therefore, if you ſay no more than this 


That like a father you will deal with hint, 


And paſs my daughter a ſufſicient dower, 
The match is made, and all is done: 


Pour ſon ſhall have my daughter with . : 


Tra. I thank you, Sir Where then do you know beſt 
We be affy d; and ſuch aſſurance ta'en, 


As ſhall with either part's agreement ſtand ? 


Bap. Not in my houſe, Lucentio; for, you know, 


Pitchers have ears, and | have many ſervants ; 


Befides, old Gremio is heark ning ill ; 

And, happily, we might be interrupted, | 
Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, Sir: 

There doth my father ly; and there, this night, 

We'll paſs the buſineſs privately and well: 


Send for your daughter by your ſervant here, 


My boy ſhall ſetch the ſcrivener preſently. FO 


The worſt is this—that, at ſo flender warning, 


You're like to have a thin and flender pittance. 
Bap. It likes me well: -Cambio, hie you home, 


And bid Bianca make her ready ſtraight: 


And, if you will, tell what hath happened zo 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, © 


- And how ſhe's like to be Lucentio's wiſe. | 
Luc. I pray the gods ſhe may, with all my heart! ¶ Exit. 


Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Sigmor Baptiſta, ſhall I lead che way? | 
Welcome! one meſs is like to be your cheer : * 


Come, Sir; ve will better it in Fifa, LEND 
Bap. I follow you, | '[ Exeunt. 
Sus. Cambio, — - [LvczxT1o returns. 
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Tuc. What ſay'ſt thou, Biondello ? | 
Bion. You ſaw my matter wink and laugh upon you? 

Luc, Biondello, what of that? 

Bion. Faith, nothing; but he has left me here behind; 
to expound the meaning or moral of his ſigns and nn 

Luc. I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bien. Then thus. Baptiſta is lafe, king with hi 
deceiving father of a deceitful fon, 

Lic, And what of him ? | 

Bion. His daughter 1 is to be brought by you to the ES 

er. 
F Luc, And then ?— | 

Bion. The old prieſt at Saint Luke's ris is at your 
command at all hours, ; 

Luc. And what of all this.? 

Bion. | cannot tell; expect they are buſied about a 
counterfeit aſſurance; take you aſſurance of her, cum pri- 
<ilegio ad imprimendum ſolum : to the church take the os, 
clerk, and ſome ſufficient honeſt witneſſes : 

_ If this be not that you look for, I have no more to ſay, 
But, bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. 

Luc. Hear'ſt thou, Biondello ? 

Bion | cannot tarry: I knew a wench- married in an 
afternoon as ſhe went to the garden for parſley to ſtuff a. 
rabbit; and. fo may you, Sir; and ſo adieu, Sir. My 
| maſter hath appointed me to go to. Saint Luke's, to bid 
the prieſt be ready to come againſt 8 come with your 
appendix. | Exif; 
Luc. I may, and will, if ſhe be ſo Cd. 

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould | doubt? 
Hap what kap may, I'll roundly go about her; . 
It ſhall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [ Exit. 


- SCENE V. 


% 

A green Lane. Enter PR rRUCEIO, KATHARINE, 0 | 
HoRTENSIio. 

Het. Come on, o' God's name; once more toward our 

father's, PE 

| Good 
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Good Lord, how bright and goodly ſhines the CE” 
Kath. The moon! the ſun; it is not moonlight now. 
Pet. 1 ſay, it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 
- Kath, I know, it is the ſun that ſhines ſo bright. 
Pet. Now, by my mother's ſon, and that's myſelf, 
It ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what I liſt, _ 
Or ere 1 journey to your father's houſe ;— 
Go on, and fetch-our horſes back again — 
Evermore croſt, and-croſt; nothing but croſt! 
Hor. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Kath. Forward | pray, ſince we are come ſo far, 
And he it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe : 
And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 
Henceforth I vow it ſhall be fo for me. 
Pet. I ſay, it is the moon. | 
Kath. I know, it is the moon. 
Pet. Nay, then you lie; it is the bleſſed ſun. 
- Kath. Then, God be bleſt, it is the vietied ſun. 
But ſun it is not, when you ſay it is not; 
And che moon changes, even as your mind. 
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is: 
And fo it ſhall be ſo, for Katharine. 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways; the field is won. 4 
Pet. Well, forward, forward: thus the bowl ſhould e 
And not unluckily againſt the bias. 
But ſoft; company is coming here. 
Enter VINCENTIO: 
e gentle miſtreſs: Where away ?— - 
o VINCENTIO;- 
Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentle woman? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks | 
What ſtars do ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heavenly face? 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee ;j— 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for ber beauty's ſake, 
Hor. 3 will make the man mad, to make a woman of 
Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, nd ſweet, 
Whither away; or where is thy abode? | 
F3 Happy 
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Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; | 
Happier the man, whom favourable ſtars 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow ! 

Pet. Why, how now, Kate! I hope thou art not mad: 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither d; 

And not a maiden, as thou ſay'ſt he is. 

Katb. Pardon, old father, my miſtaking eyes, 

That have been ſo bedazled with the ſun, 
That every thing Look on ſeemeth green: 
Now | perceive, thou art a reverend biber z 

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. 

Pet. Do, good old grand - fire; and, withal, make known 
Which way thou travelleſt : if along with us, 

We ſhall be joyful of thy company. 

Fin. Fair Sir—and you my merry mifſtreſs— 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaz'd me; 
My name is calVd—Vincentio; my dwelling—Piſa * 
And bound I am to Padua; there to viſit 
A ſon of mine, which long 1 have not * 

Pet. What is his name? | 

Vin. Lucentio, gentle Sir. 

Pet. Happily met; the happier for thy ſon. 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 
I may entitle thee—my loving father; 
The filter to my wife, this gentlewoman, 
Thy ſon. by this hath marry'd :;— Wonder net, 
Nor be not griev'd ; ſhe is of good eſteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
Beſide, fo qualify'd as may beſcem 
The ſpouſe of any noble gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio : 
And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſon, 
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Fin. But is this true? or is it cle your e 

Like pleaſant travellers, to break a jeſt 
V pon the company you overtake ? 
HFJor. I do aſſure thee, father, fo it is. 
Pet. Come, go along, and ſee the truth hereof; 
For our fir merrimeut hath made thee jealous. 
LExcunt. PET. KATH, and Vixens, 
Hor. 
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Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ;. and if ſhe be froward, | 
Then halt thou taught Hortenſio to be untoward. ¶ Exit. 


ACF. SCENE Z. 


Bere Luck NTITO', Houſe: Enter B1oNDELLO, LUCENTYO, 
and Bax A; GREMIO walking on one ſide, | 
| | Biondello.. | 
Sorr Ly and ſwiftly, Sir; for the prieſt 1s ready. 
Tuc. I fly, Biondello : but they may chance to my 
thee at home, therefore leave us. 
Bion. Nay, faith, I'll ſee the church o your back; and 


then come back to my maſter as ſoon as I can. ¶ Exeuat. - 
Gre. 6b marvel, Cambio comes not all this while. 


Enter P:TRUCH10, KATHARINE, VINcENTIO, -. and Ate 


Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houſe, 
My father's bears more toward the market-place ; 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you, Sir. 
Fin. You ſhall not chooſe but drink before you go: 
I think, I ſhall command your welcome here, 
And, by all likehhood, fome cheer is toward. [ Knocks, 
Gre. They're buſy within, you were beſt knock Jouder. 
[ Pedant looks out of the Window, 
Pd. What's he, that knocks as. he would beat down 
the pate ? | 
Fin, Is ſignior Lucentio within, Sir? 
Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. 
Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or 
two, to make merry withal ? 
Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourſelf; he ſhall 
need none, fo long as 1 live. 
| Pet. Nay, I told you, your fon was belov'd in Padua.— 
Do you heary Sir ?—to leave frivolous circumſtances— 
pray you, tell ſignior Lucentio, that his father is come 
from 
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from Pifa, and is here at the door to fpeak with him. 

Ped. Thou lieſt; his father is come to d e and here 

looking out at the window: 

Vin Art thou his father? 

Ped. Ay, Sir; ſo his mother ſays, if 1 may believe her. 
Pet. Why, bow now, - gentleman ! why, ths is flat 
Enavery, to take upon you another man's name. 

Ped. Lay hangs on the villain! I believe, à means to! 
cozen ſomebody in this city under my countenance. 

Ke enter B1ONDELLO. - 

Bien. I have ſeen them in the _—_— thr; God- 
ſend em good ſhipping ?—But who is here? mine old 
- maſter Vincentio ? now we are undone and oven to 
Wanbing. 

Fin. Come hither, nk daſs” Seeg Bronp2uu0.. 

Bien. | hope, I may chooſe, Sir. 

Fin. Come hither, you * What, have you forgot: 
me? | 
Bion. Forgot you ? no, Sir: I could not forget you for 
I never ſaw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villian, didſt thou never ſee 
thy maſter's father Vinceutio ? 

Bion. Wiat, my worſhipful old maſter? yes, marry, 
Sir; ſee W he looks out of the window. 


Vin. Is't ſo indeed? | [ He heats BLONDELLO. 
Bion. Help, help, help! here's: a madman will murder 
Me. 4. Ka. 


Ped. Help, . # belp, ſignior Baptiſta! . 
Pie. Pry'thee, Kate, let's ſtand aſide, and ſce hd end 
of this controverſy. | [They retire. 


Au, deem, the Pedant- with Servants; Barris ra, and | 
: TRANIO. 


27 ra. Sir, wht are you, that offer to bent y an = 
Vin. What am 1, Sir? nay, what are you, Sir ?—Qh,. 
immortal gods! Oh, fine villain! a ſilken doubtlet.! a 


5 velvet hoſe! a ſcarlet. cloke! and a copatain hat oh, 
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I am undone! I am undone! while I play the good huſ- 
band at home, my ſon and my ſervant ſpend. all at the 


univerſity. | 
.. 
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Tra. How now! what's the matter 3 
Bap. What, is the man lunatick ? 
Tra. Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient gentleman by your 


habit, but your words ſhew you a mad-man: Why, Sir, 


what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold? 1 thank 
my good father, I am able to maintain it. 5 
- Fin. Thy father? — Oh WO !—he is a fail-maker i in 
Bergamo. 

Bap. You miſtake, Sir; you ; miſtake, Sir: Pray, what 
do you think is his name? f 

Vin. His name? as if I knew not his name? I have 


brought him up ever ſince he was three Tor old, and his 


name . 4 

Ped Away, away, mad aſs! his name is whats] and 
he is mine only an, and heir to the lands of me, _ 
Vincentio. 


Vin. Lucentio !-—oh, he bath 3 his maſtes — | 


Lay hold on him, | charge you in the duke's name. 
Oh, my fon, my fon !—tell me, __ villain, where is 7 0 


ſon Lucentio ? 
Tra. Call forth an officer ; carry och mad knave to the 


Jail :—father Baptiſta, I charge you, tee that he be forth- ö 


coming. 
Fin. Carry me to the jail! 
Gre. Stay, officer: he ſhall not go to priſon, 


7 


Bap. Talk not, ſignior Gremio; I lay, he ſhall 2 to 


priſon. / 


Gre. Take heed, Canine Baptiſta, leſt you be coney- 


catch'd in this buſineſs; [ dare ſwear, this: is the right 
Vincentio. 

Ped. Swear, if thou dar'ſt. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not ſwear it. 


Tra. Then mer nes beſt ſay, that I am not | Lucen- 


tio. 
Gre Yes, I 1 to be ſignior Lucentio? 
Bap. Away with the dotard; to the jail with him. 
Fin. Thus ſtrangers may be hal'd and abus'd ;— 
Oh monſtrous villain! | 
Re-enter BIONDELLO, with Luz NO and BIAxCA, 


| Sion, Oh, we are ſpoiled, aud Yonder he is; deny | 


him, 
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daughter without aſking my good-will ? 


Pct. What, art how aſnam' d of me 


him, Jerk him, or elſe we are all undone. | 
[ Exeunt BiDNDELLO, TRAN10; and Pedunt. 


| Tuc. Pardon, ſweet father, Tat Liecling. 
Pin. Lives my ſweet ſon? 6 nid Hb 
Bias Pardon, dear father. 5 2 

Bop. How haſt thou alleged? eee en 
Where is Lucentio? be Foot mt 


Tuc. Here's Lee 5 
Right ſon unte the right Vineentid; | 
That have by marriage made thy daughter nile: 


While counterfeit ſuppoſes blear'd thine eyne. 


Gre. Here's packing, with a witnefs, to deceive us all; 
Fin. Where is that damned villain, Tranio, E- 


| That fac'd-and brav d me in this matter ſo?” 


Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio? 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio, 
Zac. Love wrought theſe miracles. Bianca's love 


| Made zme exchange my ſtate with Tranio, 


While ke did bear my. countenance in the nt 
And happily I have arriv'd at laſt. | 


Vnto the wiſhed boven of my bliſ-j— _ 
_ What Tranio did, myſelf enforc'd him to; 


Then pardon kim, ſweet father, for my Ake, 
Vin. I'll flit the villain's noſe, that would have ſent me 


_ to the jail. 


Baß. But do you [han ür? Have you married my; 
Vin. Fear not, Baptiſta; we will content you 80 to: 
But I will in, to eb reveng'd- for this vilany, [Exit. 
Bap. And 1, to found the depth of this knavery. ¶ ZA · 
Tuc. Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will not frown. 

[ Exeunt.- 


Cee My coke 5 is i But I'N in among the reſt ; 


Out of hope of all but my ſhare of the feaſt. | Exits 


- PeETRUCHL9 and KATHARINE advancing. 
" Kath. Huſband, let's follow, to ſee the end of this 
| * ado. 5 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will, 
Kath. What, in the midſt of the ſtreet? - 
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Kath. No, ſir; God forbid: but aſhanbd to Kiſs, | 
Pet. Why, then let's home again: — Come, ſirrah, let's 
away. 


Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiſs: now pray en | 
love, ſtay. | 

Pet. Is not this well? Come, my ſweet Kate; 

Better once than never, for never too late. | [Exeunt, 


—_ 


6 


— — — 


SCENE II. 


LucenTio's Apartment. Enter BAPTISTA, VINCENTIO,/ 
__ Gremio, the Pedant, LuctenTio, BIANCA, TRANIo, 
BioNDELLO, PETRUCHIO, KATHARINE, Grumto, 
HoRTENS10, and Widow. The Ses ving-men with Tra 
N10 bringing in a Banquet. q 


Luc. At laſt, though long, our jarring notes Sas 3 
And time it is, when raging war is done, 


To ſmile at 'ſcapes and perils over-blown.— 


My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 

While I with-felf-fame kindneſs welcome thine :— 
Brother Petruchio—fiſter Kathagina— 

And thou, Hortenſio, with thy loving widow— © 
Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houſe; 

My banquet is to cloſe our ſtomachs up, 

After our great good cheer : Pray you, ſit down; 

For now we ſit and chat, as well as eat, | 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat! 

Bap. Padua affords this kindneſs, ſon Petruchio, 

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Hor. For both our ſakes, 1 would that word were true. 
Pet. Now, for my life, Hortenſio fears his widow. | 
Mid. Then never truſt me, if be afeard. 

Pet You are very ſenſible, and yet you miſs my ſenſe; 


I mein, Hortenſio is afeard of you, 


Vid. He that is giddy thinks the world 8 
Pes. Roundly reply'd. . 
Kath, Miſtreſs, how mean yau that? | 
Mid. Thus 1 conceive by him. 
Pet. Conceive by me — How likes Hortenſio that ? ; 
| Hor, 
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Hor. My widow ſays, thus ſhe conceives her tale. 
Pet. Very well mended: Kiſs him for that, good wi- 


dow. 
- Kath, He that is giddy thinks the world turs round — 


Ipray you, tell me what you meant by that. | 
I id. Your huſband, being troubled with a ſhrew, 


| Meaſures my huſband's ſorrow by his woe: 


And now you know my meaning. 
Kath. A very mean meaning. 5 
Wid. Right, I mean you. TOR 
Kath. And I am mean, indeed, wot you. 9 88 85 
Pet. To her, Kate ; 
Hor. To her, widow'! 
Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down, 


Hor. That's my office. 
Pei. Spoke like an oflicer :==Hz? to Fake lad. 
. [Drinks to HokTENS$10. 
Bop. How likes Gremio theſe quick-witted folks? | 
Gre. Believe me, fir, they butt together well. 
Bian. Head and butt? an haſty-witted body 

Would ſay, your head and butt were head and horn, 

Vin. Ay, miſtreſs bride, hath that awaken'd you? 


Bian. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore Pl ſleep a, 


- _— again, }. - 
Per. Nay, that you ſhall not; ſince you have begun, 


HFave at you for a better Jeſt or two. 


Bien. Am I your bird? 1 mean to ſhift my buſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your bow ;— 


You are welcome all. 
[ Exeunt BIANCA, Kar HARINE, and Widow, 


Het. She hath prevented me.—He, ſignior Tranio, 
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not; 
Therefore, a health to all that ſhot and miſs'd. 

Tre. Oh, Sir, Lucentio ſlip'd me like his greyhound, 
Which runs himſelf, and catches for his maſter, 

Pet. A good ſwift ſimile. but ſomething curriſh. 

Tra. 'Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for yourſelf z + 


"Tis thought, your deer docs hold you at a bay. 


Bap. Oh, oh, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now, 


Tuc. | thank thee for that Sird, _ Tk 
a. Hur 
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Hor. Confels, confeſs ; hath he not hit you there? 
Pet. A has a little gall'd me, I confeſs ; 
And, as the jeit did glance away from me, 
 'Tis-ten-to one it maim'd-you two outright, 
Bap. Now in good ſadneſs, ſon Petruchio, | 
I think thou haſt the verieſt ſhrew of all. 1 
Pet. Well, I ſay - no: and therefore; for aſſurance, 
Let's each one ſend unto his wife: N 
And he, whoſe wife is moſt ohedient 
To come at firſt when he doth ſend for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will propoſe. 
Hor. Content; What's the r: 
Zuc. Twenty crowns. 
Pet. Twenty crowns ! 1 
I'll venture ſo much on my hawk, or hound, 
But twenty times ſo much upon my wife. 
Tuc. A hundred then. 
Hor. Content. 
Pet. A match: 'tis done. 
Har: 'Who ſhall begin ? 
Luc. That will l. 
Go, Biondello, bid your miſtreſs come to me. 
Bion. Igo. 
Bap. Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 
Tuc. Fil have no halves; I'll bear it all myſelf, 
5 - Re-enter BIONDELLO. 
How now! what news? 
Bion. Sir, my miſtreſs Cad you 1 word 
That ſhe is buſy, and ſhe cannot come. 
Pet. How! ſhe is buſy, and ſhe caunot come! 
Is that an anſwer. | | 
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too: 
Pray God, Sir, your wife ſend you not a ak 
Pet. I hope, better. 
Hor. Sirrah, Bipndello, go, and:evtreat my wiſe 274 
To come to'me-forthwith. e Biorprrro- 
Het. Oh, ho! entreat her! 
Nay, then ſhe needs muſt come. 


Hor. N JJ Ore 
Vor. III. 5 Do 


1 
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Do What you can, your's will not be entreated. 
| Enter DronvDtLiLo, 
Now, where's my wife?  - - 
Bion. She ſays, you have ſome goodly reſt in hand; 
She will not come; ſhe bids you come to her. 
Pet. Worſe and worſe ; ſhe will not come! 
Oh vile, intolerable, not be endur'd ! 
Sirrah, Grumio, go to your miſtreſs ; | 
| Bay, I command her come to me. [Exit Gxv. 
Hor. I know her anſwer, 3 | 
Pet. What? 
Hor She will not. 
Pet. 'The fouler fortune mine, and thers an ind 
Enter KATHARINE. | 
Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Katharina! 
Kath. What is your will, Sir, that you ſend for me? 
Pet. Where is your ſiſter, and Hortenſio's wife? 
Kath. They fit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet, Go, fetch them hither ; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their huſbands : 


Away, I fay, and bring them hither ſtraight. = 
| [Exit KATHARINE, 


Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 

Hor. And ſo it is; I wonder what it bodes.  - 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, x and love, and quiet life, 
And awful rule, and right ſupremacy; 
And, to be ſhort, what rot, that's ſweet and happy. 

Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio! _ 
The wager thou haſt won; and I will add 
- Unto their loſſes twenty thouſand crowns; 

Another dowry to another daughter, 
For ſhe is chang'd, as ſhe had never been. 

Pte. Nay, 1 will win my wager better yet; 
And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, : 
Her new- built virtue and obedience ,— 

Re-enter KATHARINE, with BLANCA and Widony. 

See, where ſhe comes; and brings your froward wives 
As priſoners to her ann perſuaſion.— 


Katharine, that cap of your's becomes you not; 


3 


— 


Off 


— 
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OF with that bauble, throw it under foot. 

[ She pulls of ber cap, and throws it 4 
Wid. Lord, let me never have a cauſe to ieh, 

Till I be brought to ſuch a lilly paſs! - 5 
Bian, Eye | what a fooliſh duty call you this? 

Luc 1 would your duty were as fooliſh too: 

The wiſdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 

Hath coſt me an hundred crowns ſince ſupper-time. 
Bian, The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell theſe W 

women 

What duty they do owe their lords and huſbands, 

Wid. Come, come, you're mockiug , we will have no 
telling. 6 

Pet. Come on, I ſay; od firſt begin with her. 

Wid. She ſhall not. 

Pet. I fay, ſhe ſhall ;—and firſt begin with her 

Kath, Fye! fye! unknit that threat'ning unkind brows 

And dart not fcornful glances from thoſe eyes, ' 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor ; 

It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads.; 

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair budss 9 

And in no ſenſe is meet, or amiable. 

A woman mov'd is lke a fountain troubled, 

Muddy, ill-ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty 

And, witile it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty 

Will deign to fip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy huſband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy ſovereign; one that cares for thee, .. 

And for thy maintenanee: commits his hody 

To painful labour, both by ſea and land; 

Jo watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 

Mhile thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe; 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience ;—- 

Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 

Such duty as the ſubje& owes the prince, 

Even ſuch, a woman oweth to her huſband : | 

And, when ſhe's froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſour, 

G3 | 
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And not obedient to his honeſt-will, 
Vhat-is:ſhe but a foul contending rebel, 
And gracęleſs traitor to her loving lord? 
] am aſham'd that women are ſo ſimple | 
To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace; 
Or ſeck for rule, fupremacy, and ſway, | 
When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey, 
Why are our bodies ſoft, and weak, and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world; 5 
Nut that our ſoft condition, and our hearts, 
Should well agree with our external parts? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms! 
My mind hath been as big as one of your's, 
My heart as great; my reaſon, haply, more, 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown : 
But now I ſee our lances are but ſtraws; | 
Our ſtrength as weak, our weakneſs paſt, compare 
That. ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are. 
Then veil your ſtomachs, for it is no bot; 
And place your hands below your huſband's foot: 
In token of which duty, if he pleaſe, 
My hand; is ready, may it do him eaſe, . 
Pet. Why, there's a wench Come on, and * me: 
| Kate. ; 
Luc. Well go thy ways, old ns for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Vin. *Tis a good hearing, when children are toward, 
Luc. But a harſh hearing, when women are froward. 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to bed. 
We three are married, but you two are ſped. 
'Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white; 
And, being a winner, God give you good night ! 
| [Exernt PETRUCH10 and KATHARINE, 
Hor. Now, go thy ways, thou haſt tam'd a curit ſhrew. 
Luc. Tis a e by . leave, ſhe will be tam'd 
ſo | | een omnes. 
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THE END, 
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Dramatis Pertunse. 


NE N. 


King of France. 

Duke of Florence. 

Bertram, Count of Rouſillon. 

LZafeu, an old Lord. | 

Paroles, a paraſitical Follower of Bertram; a Coward, 
but vain, and a great Pretender to Valour. h 

Several young French Lords, that ferve with Er in 
the Florentine War. 


8 d, 15 Servants to the Counteſs of Rouſillon. 


WOMEN. 


Nane of Rouſillon, Mother to Bertram. 

elena, Daughter to Gerard de Narbon, a N Phyſi- 
cian, ſome time ſince dead. 

An old Widow of Florence. 

Diana, Daughter to the Widow. 

22 5 Neighbours and Friends to the Widow. 


Mariana, 


Lords, attending on the King; Officers, Soldiers, Ce. 
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 ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


A > * 4 * . 1 


ACT I. SCENE T. 


The Counteſs of Roufillon's Houſe in France. Enter Be RTRAM' 
the Counteſs of Rouſillon, HELENA, and LAFEU, all in 


. 
% 


IN delivering my ſon from me, I bury a ſecond huſband. 

Ber. And J, in going, madam, weep o'er my father's- 
death anew : "Wk I muſt attend his majeſty” s command, to 
whom I am now in ward, evermore in ſubjection. 

Laf. You ſhall find of the king a huſband, madam; 
vou, Sir, a father, He that ſo generally is at all times 
good, muſt of neceſſity hold his virtue to you; whoſe 
worthineſs would ſtir it up where it wanted, rather than 
flack it where there is ſuch abundance. . 

Count. What hope is there of his majeſty's amendment? 
Laf. He hath abondon'd bis phyſicians, madam, under 
whole practices he hath perſecuted time with hope; and 
finds no other advantage in the proceſs, but only . los- 
ing of hope by time. | 
Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, (0. that 
bad . / how ſad a paſſage / *tis !) whoſe {kill was alnioſt as 
great as his honeſty ; had it ſtretch'd fo far, it would ha xe 
made nature immortal, and death ſhould have play'd for 
| lack of work. Would, for the king's ſake, he were 
Lving? I think it would be: the death "oe. king's diſeaſe. 


Taf. How call'd you the man you ſpeak of, madam ? 
Count, He was famous, Sir, in his profeſſion, and it was 

bis great right to be ſo: Gerard de Narbon. 

Loaf. He was excellent, indeed, madam; the OOTY 


lately Tr of him, Admiringly, and, mourningly : he 


7 *b4, 


* way 


Act * ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WEIL. 28 | 


was ſkilful enough to have liv'd {til}, if ee, could 
have bern ſet up againſt mortality. 

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king r of 2 

Laf. A fiſtula, my lord. 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would, it were not notorious —Was this is gentle= 
woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon? 

Count. His ſole child, my lord; and bequeathed to my 
overlooking.. I have thofe hopes of her good, that her 
education promiſes: her diſpoſition ſhe inherits, which 
makes fair gifts fairer: for where an unclean mind car- 


ries virtuous qualities, there commendations go with pity, 
: they are virtues and traitors too; in her they are the bet- 


ter for their ſimpleneſs; ſhe Arier, her honeſty, and 5 


achieves her goodneſs. 


Laf. Yeur commendations, ee Foln Ber tears. 

Count. Tis the beſt brine a maiden can ſeaſon her praiſe , 
in. The remembrance of her father never approaches her 
heart, but the tyranny of her ſorrows takes all livelihood | 
from her cheek. No more of this, Helena, go to, no 


more; leſt it. be rather thought you affect a ſorrow, than 


to habe” | 
Hel. 1 do aſſect a forrow, indeed, but I have it too. 


| Lof. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, 
exceſſive grief the enemy to the Irving, 
Count. If the living be enemy to the grief, the . . 


makes it ſoon mortal 


Ber Madam, I deſire your holy wiſhes, | 
Laf How underſtand we that? 
Count. Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and fucced thy facher 


In manners as in ſhape ! thy blood, and virtue 


Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodneſs ; 
Share with. thy buth-right ! Love all, truſt a few,. 


Do wrong to none: be able for thine enemy _ 
Rather in power, than uſe; and keep thy friend. 
Under thy own life's key: be check'd for ſilence; 


But never tax'd for ſpeech. What heaven more will, 


; That thee may furniſh, and my prayers pick Dow, | 
: * thy head! Farevvel, my lord; 23 


— 
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Tis an unſcaſon courtier, good my lord, . 
Adviſe him. | 8 


Laf. He cannot want the beſt, 


That ſhall attend his love, 
Count, Heaven bliſs him-!- Farewel, Bertram, 


* 


[Zit Counteſi- 


+ Ber. (To HxxzN a] The beſt wiſhes hot aca forg'd 
in your thoughts, be ſervants to you! Be comfortable ta 


my mother, your miſtreſs, and make much of her. 


Tay. r 5g r lady : you muſt hold the credit 


af your father. | [Axeunt BER, and LAr. 
Hel. Oh, were that all —1 chink not on my father; 
And theſe great tears grace his remembrance more, 
Than thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he like? 
I. have forgot him: my imagination | 
Carries no favour in it, but Bertram's> 
F am undone; there is no living, none, 
H Bertram be away. It were all one, 
That I ſhould love a bright particular ſtar,. 
And think to Wed it, he is ſo above mem:: 


* 
2 


In his bright radiance and collateral light 


Muſt I be comforted, not in his ſphere. 

The ambition in my love thus: plagues itſelf: 

The hind, that would be mated by the lion, : 
Mult die for love. 'T'was pretty, tho' a Plague, 


To ſee him every hour; to ſit and draw. 


_ His arched. brows, his hawking eye, his curla, 
In our heart's table: heart, too capable | 


Of every line and trick of his ſweet favour!——S 


But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 


Muſt an his relicks. Who comes here? 
Enter PAROLLES, 
One ns goes with. him: I love him for his ſake ; 1 


And yet I know him a notorious liar; 


Think him a great way fool, ſolely a coward; 
Yet theſe fix'd evils fit ſo fit in him, 
That they take place, when virtug's ſteely bones 


Look bleak in the cold wind: full oft we fee 


Cold wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous folly, Wo 


Po 185 N Par. 
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Par. Save you, fair queen. 

Hel. And you, 8818885 

Par. No. 

Hel. And, no. 22 

Par. Are you meditating on virginity * « 

Hul. Ay : you have ſome ſtain of ſoldier in you; br | 
me aſk you a queſtion. Man is enemy to * ; how 
may we barricado it againſt him? | 

Par. Keep him out. 

Vu But he affails; and our r virginity, tho?. viade,: 
in the defence yet is weak: unfold to us ſome warlike 
reſiſtance. 

Par. There ĩ is none: deb down bets you, will 
undermine you, and blow you up. F 

Hel. Bleſs our poor virginity 450 nilerminers and: 
blowers up {—ls there no- military policy, how virgins 4 
might blow up men? _ 

Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quicklier ; 
be blown up; marry, in blowing him down again, with 
the breach yourſelvesmade,you loſe your city. It is not po- : 
litic in the commonwealth of nature, to preſerve virginity, 
Loſs of virginity is rational increaſe; and there was never 
virgin got, 'till virginity was firſt loſt That you were 

made of, is metal to make virgins, Virginity, by being 
once loſt, * be ten times found: by being ever kept, it 
is ever loſt: tis too cold a companion: away with it. 

Hel. 1 will ſtand for't a little, Fer n therefore I die 
a virgin. 

Par. There's little can * ſaid in't; tis againſth the rule 
of nature. To ſpeak on the part of virginity, is to accuſe 
your mothers; which is moſt infallible diſobedience, 
He, that hangs himſelf, is a virgin: virgnity murders it» 
felf: and ſhould be buried in highways, out of all ſanctiſied 
Umit, as a deſperate offendreſs againſt nature. Virginity 
breeds mites, muc like a cheeſe ; conſumes itſelf to the 
very paring, and ſo dies with feeding its own ſtomach- 
Beſides, virginity is peeviſh; proud, idle, made of felf- 
love, which is the moſt inhibited fin in the canon. Keep 
it not; you cannot chooſe but loſe by't: Out with't; 
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within ten years it will make itſelf two, which is a goodly 
increaſe; aud the principal Wee not much the worſe. 
Away er to. | 
Hel. How might one do, Sir, to dee it to 10 own 
likiag ? 
Par. Let me FT Marry, ill, to Tho him that ne'er 
it likes *Tis a commodity will loſe the glofs with lying. | 
The longer kept, the leſs worth: off with't, while 'tis 
vendible. Anſwer the time of requeſt; Virginity, like 
an old courtier, wears her cap out of ſaſhion : richly ſuit- 
ed, but unſuitable; jſt like the broach and the tooth- 
pick, which wear not now: your date is better in your 
pye and your porridge, than in your cheek: and your 
virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French 
wither'd pears; it looks ill; it eats dryly; marry, tis a 
_ viither'd pear : it was formerly better; marry, yet, tis a 
wither'd pear. Will you any thing with it ? d 
Hel. Not my virginity yet. 
There ſhall your maſter have a thouſand loves, 
A mother, and a miſtreſs, and a friend, 
& phcenix, captain and an enemy, 
A guide, a goddeſs, and a ſovereign, , 
A counſellor, a traitreſs, and a dear; 
His humble ambition, proud humility ; 
His jarring concord; and his diſcord dulcet; 
His faith, his ſweet diſaſter: with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptious chriſtendoms, | 
That blinking Cupid goſſips. Now fhall lie 
A I know not, what ke ſhall ;—God ſend him well! 
The court's a learning place and he is one 
Par. What one, i' faith? 
Hel. That wiſh well——"Tis pity | . 
Par. What's pity ? 
Hel. That wiſhing well had not'a W in't, 
Which might be felt: that we, the poorer born, 
Whoſe baſer ſtars do ſhut us up in wiſhes, 
Might with effects of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what we alone mult think, which never 
\ E us thanks. . 


\ 
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1 Ente: Page. | 1 

Page. Monſieur Paroles, my lord calls dür vou. 

0 [Exit Page. 

Par. Little Helen, farewel: if I can remember thee, I 
will think of thee at court. jp 
Hel. Monſieur putblics; s you were born under a charita- 
dle ſtar. : 

Par, Under Mars, * 
Hel. Jeſpecially think, under Mars. 
Par. Why under Mars? 
Hel. The wars have kept you ſo under, that you muſt | 
needs be born under Mars. | a 
Par. When he was predominant. ' 
. Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather. 
Par. Why think you ſo? 
Hel. You go ſo much backward, when you fight, 

Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel. So is running away, when fear propoſes the ſafety : : 
but the conipoſition that your valour and fear makes in 
| You, is a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear well. 

Par. Jam ſo full of buſineſſes, I cannot anſwer thee 
acutely: I will return perfe & courtier ; in the which, my - 
inſtruction ſhall ſerve to naturalize e ſo thou wilt be 
capable of courtier's eounſel, and underſtand what advice 
ſhall thruſt upon thee; elſe thou dieſt in thine unthank- 
fulneſs, and thine ignorance makes thee away; farewel, 
When thou haſt leiſure, ſay thy prayers; when thou haſt 
none, remember thy friends: get thee a good huſ- 

band, and uſe him as he uſes thee; ſo farewel. ¶ Exit. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in beides do lie, | 
Which we aſcribe to Heaven. 'The fated ſky 
Gives us free ſcope; only, doth backward pull 
Our flow deſigns, when we ourſelves are dull. | 
What power is It, which mounts my love ſo high; 
That makes me ſee, and carinot feed mine eye? ; 
The mightieſt ſpace in fortune, nature brings 
To join like likes, and Kiſs like native things, 
Impoſſible be ſtrange attempts, to thoſe 
; But weigh their pain in ſenſe; and do — 
; 2 


% 
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What hath been cannot be. Whoever ſtrove 

To ſhew her merit, that did miſs her love ? | 

The king's. diſeaſe my project may deceive m * F 


But my intents are fix d, and will not leave me. (Exit. 


— 
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SCENE 17. 


Changes to the Court of Fr ance. FED Cornets, Enter the 
King of VH, ance, with Letters, and divers Attendants. _ 
King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears; 
_ Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. | oj | 
1 Lord. So 'tis reported, ſir. | X 552 
King. Nay, "tis moſt credible; we here receive it, 
A certainty, vouch'd from our couſin Auſtria; 
With caution that the Florentine will move us 
For ſpeedy aid; wherein our deareſt friend 
Prejudicates the buſinefs, and would teen 
To have us make denial. 
1 Lord. His love and wiſdom, 
Approv'd fo to your majeſty, may plead 
For ample credence. 
King. He hath arm'd our anſwer; 
And Florence is'deny'd, before he comes: 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee ARC 
The Tuſcan ſervice, freely have they leave 
To ſtand on either part. 
2 Lord. It may well ſerve 
A nurſery to our gentry, who are fick 1645 
For breathing and exploit. | 2 0 
King. What's he comes here ? 
Enter BrRTRAu, Lar gu, and Partoties, © 
I Lord. It is the count Roufillon, my godd lord, 
Voung Bertram. 81 h 
King. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy father's face. 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haſte, | 
Fath well compos'd thee,» Thy father's moral parts 
May'ft thou inherit too! Welcome to Paris. 
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Ber. My thanks, and duty, are your majeſty's. 
King. I would I had that corparal ſoundaeſs ne 


As when thy father, and myſelf, in friendſhip 
Firſt try d our ſoldierſhip! He did look far 


Into the ſervice of the time, and was 


 Dilcipled of the braveſt. He laſted Jong ; 


But on us both did haggiſh age ſteal on, 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 


To talk of Four good father: in his youth 


He had the wit, which I can well obſerye 

To- day in our young lords, but they may jeſt, 
Till their own ſcorn return to them; unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour, 


$0 lik courtier, contempt nor bitterneſs 


Were in his pride or ſharpneſs; ; if they were, 
His equal had awak'd them ; : and his honour, 
Clock to itſelf, knew the true minute when 75 
Exception bid him ſpeak, and, at that time, _ 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below bim 
He us'd as creatures of another place ; 
And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility, 
In their poor praiſe he humbled : Such a man 
Might be a copy to theſe younger times; ; 
Which, follow'd well, would demonſtrate thom n. now 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb; 
So in approof lives not hs epitaph, ; 
As in your royal ſpeech. 

King. Would, I were with him: He would always ſay 
(Methinks I hear him now; his plauſive words | 


He ſcatter'd not in ears, but grafted them 


To grow there, and to bear) Let me not live 
— Thus his good melancholy oft began, 


On the cataſtrophe and heel of paſtime, 


When it was out—let me not live (quoth he), 
After my flame lacks oil, to be the ſnuff 
Of younger ſpixits ; whoſe epprebenſive ſerſes _ 
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A but a ibi di,; wwhiſe jidgments f © 
Mere fathers of their garments : whoſe conſtan cis 
Bxpire before their faſtions This he wiſh d. 
1; ufter Him, do after Him with too, © 
since I Hot wax, nor honey, cant bring bome, 
1 Juickly were diſfolved from my Ke, 3 
Vo give ſome labourer room. 

2 Lord. You are lov'd; Sir; OY Rs 
They, that leaſt lend it you, {hall lack you ""_ 

King. 1 fill a place, I know't How long is't, count, 
Since the phyficlat at your father” 8 died? RE 
He was much fam]. 

Ber. Some ſix months ſince, my! lord. 

King. If he were living, 1 would try him yet; ;- 
Lend me an arm; the reſt have worn me out 
With ſeveral applications: — nature and ſickneſs 
Debate it at their iciſure—Welcqme, count, 
My ſon's no dearer. 


Ber. Thank your 2 8 ho et 15 Exennts 
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| SCENE 22 


* 


A ut Rosse 6 the Gas Palace. Enter Gountefs, Steward, aud 


Count, 1 will now hear, what ay you of this gentle 
woman? 

Nep. Madam, the care I have had to even your cons. 
241 Lwith might be found in the calendar of my paſt 
endeivours; for then we wound our modeſty, and make 
foul the clearneſs of our deſervings, when of ourſelves we 
publiſh, them. 
| | Cant, What does this knave here? Get you gone, ſire 

rah: the complaints, | have heard of you, I do not all 
believe; ; *tis my ſlowneſs that I do not: for I know you 
Jack, not folly to commit them, and baye ability enough 
to make ſuch Etaveries Tous Wo 
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Clo. Tis not kong to TG Hat I am Ng. 
fellow. fy k 


Count. Well, Sir. ; 

Clo. No, madam, *tis not ſo. well, that Iam poor 4 
though many of the rich are damn'd : but, if I have your 
ladyſhip's good-will to go. to the world, Upel. the woman: 
and I will doas we may. * TEES ante af 

Count Wilt thou needs be a beggar | ? er 

Clo, I do beg your ile this caſe. 

Count. In what caſe ? 

Cle. In Iſbel's caſe, and mine own. Service i is no heri- 
tage- and, 1 think, ſhall never have the bleſſing of God, 
*till I have of my body: for, they ſay, bearns are bleſſings, 

Count Tell me thy reaſon why thau wilt marty. | 

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires i it, I am driven 
on by the fleth; and 36 muſt needs. go, that the devil 


— 


drives. þ - 


Count. Is this all your worwiß 8 reaſon! ? 
Clo. Faith, magam, I have on hol reaſons, ſuch as 
they are. 

Count. May the world know them — Sereno &. 
Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as you. , 
and all fleſn and blood. are; and, indeed, I do marry, that 

I may repent. 
Count. Thy marriage, ſooner than thy wickedneſs. 
Cie. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to have, 
friends for my wife's ſake, OL 
Count. Such friends are thine ala knave. i 25 
Clo. You are ſhallow, madam, in great friend: s; 7 for 
the knaves come to do that for me, which 1 am a- weary 
of. He that cares my land, ſpares my team, and gies 


me leave to inn the crop : if I be his cuckold, he's my | 


drudge. He that comforts my wife, is the cheriſner of 
my fleſh and blood; he that cheriſheth my fleſh and 
blood, loves my Act and blood; he that loves my fleſh 
and blood, is my friend : ergo, he that kiſſes my wife, i 13 
my friend If men ould be contented to be what they, 
are, there were no fear in marriage; for young Charbon, 
the puritan, and old Poyſam. the papiſt, how ioc er their 
hearts 


* 
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hearts are ſever'd in religion, their heads are both one; 


they may joul horns together, like any deer i' the herd. 
Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and a aalm- 


nious knave ? | 
Co. A proph: t, I, madam; I 1 7855 the truth the next 


Way ——— 
For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true 
« ſhall find; 


« Your marriage comes by deſtiny, your cuckoo ſings ' 


« by king. 
Count. Get you gone, Sir; T'll talk with you more anon. 
| Stew: May it pleaſe you, madam, that he bid Helen 
come to you; of her I am to ſpeak. 


Count. Sirrah, tell my gentle woman would ſpeak. 


with her : Helen I mean. 

Clo. * Was this fair face the cauſe, quoth ſhe, [Singing 
„% Why the Grecian ſacked Troy ? 
“ Fond done, done fond; 

Was this king Priam's joy ? 
« With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, 
„With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, 
« And gave this ſentence then; 
« Among nine bad if one be good, 
« Among nine bad if one be good, 
« There's yet one good 1 in ten.” 


” Count, What, one good in ten? You corrupt the ſong, 


ſirrah. 


ci One good woman in ten, madam; which is a pu- 
rifying o' the ſong : Would, God would ſerve the world 
ſo all the year ! we'd find no fault with the tythe-woman, 
if I were the parſon : One in ten, quoth a”! an we might 
have a good woman born but every blazing ſtar, or at an 


earthquake, *twould mend the lottery well; a man may 


draw his heart out, ere he pluck one. 
Count. You'll be gone, Sir knave, and do as I command 


you? 2 


yet no hurt done !-—Though honeſty be no puritan, yet 
it will do no hurt; it will wear the ſurplice of humility 
H 3 over 


Clo. That. man ſhould be at woman” 3 command, and | 
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over the black gown of a big heart I am going, forſooth. 
The buſineſs is for Helen to come hither. . [ Exit. 

. Count, Well, now. 

Ste. I know, PR you. love your gentlewoman 
entirely. 

Count. Faith, 1 d0: her father Deren her to me; 
and ſhe herſelf, withour other advantage, my lawfully 
make title to as much love as ſhe finds: there is more 

owing her than is paid; and more ſhall be paid her, than 
ſhe'll demand. 

Stezo. Madam, I was very late more near her, than, I 

think, ſhe wiſh'd me: alone ſhe was, and did communicate 
to herſelf her own words to her own ears; ſhe thought, I 
dare vow for her, they touch'd not any ranger ſenſe; 
Her matter was, ſhe lov'd your fon : Fortune, the ſaid, 
was no goodels, that had put ſuch difference betwixt their- 

two eſtates; Love, no god, that would not extend his 
might, only where qualities were level; Diana, no queen 
of virgins, that would ſuffer her poor knight to be ſurpriſ- 
ed without reſcue in the firſt aſſault, or ranſom after ward. 
This ſhe deliver'd in the moſt bitter touch of ſorrow, 
that cer I heard a virgin exclaim in: which I held it my 
duty ſpeedily to acquaint you withal; ſithece, in the 
loſs that may happen it concerns you ſomcthing to | 


know it. 
Count. You have diſcharg'd this honeflly ; keep it to 


pyourſelf: many likelihoods inform'd me of this before, 

which hung ſo tottering in the balance, that I could neither 

believe, nor miſdoubt: pray you, leave me: ſtall this 

mn your boſom, and 1 thank you for your boneſt care: 1 

will ſpeak with you further anon. [Exit Stewoard. F 
Enter HELENA, f 

Count. 13 ſo it was with me, when I was young: 
If we are nature's, theſe are ours : this thorn 

Doth to our roſe of youth rightly belong; 

\ .. Our blood to vs, this to our blood, is born; 

It is the ſhew and ſeal of nature's truth, ' 

Where love's flrong paſſion is impreſt in youth : "0 

By cur remembraiices of Cays foregone, 115 14 
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Such were our faults, O] then we thought them none. 
Her eye is ſick on't; I obſerve her now. 
Hel. What is your pleaſure, madara ? <P. 
Count. You know, Helen, I am a mother to you. : 
Hel. Mine honourable miſtreſs. | 1 
Count. Nay, a mother; TRI f RES. 9 
Why not a mother? when ſaid, a mother, 5 
Methought, you ſaw a ſerpent ; What's in mother, 
That you ſtart at it? I ſay, I am your mother; 
And put you in the catalogue of thoſe 
That were enwombed mine: Tis often ſeen, 
Adoption ſtrives with nature; and choice breeds 
A native lip to us from foreign ſeeds... 


Lou ne'er oppreſs d me with a mother 8 groan, 


Yet I expreſs to you a mother's care; 
God's mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood, 
To ſay, I am thy mother? What's the matter, 
That this diſtemper'd meſſenger of wet, ; 
The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye 2 1 
Why ? that you are my daughter? 

721. That I am not, 

Count, I fay, | am your mother. wo | 

Hel. Pardon, madam. | 
The count Rouſillon cannot be my wunden 1 
1 am from humble, he from honour'd name; 
No note upon my parents, his all noble. 

My maſter, my dear lord he is; and I / 
His ſervant live, and will his vaſſal die: 
He muſt not be my brother. 

Count. Nor 1 your mother? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam; uli you were 
(So that my lord, your ſon, were not my brother,) 
Indeed, my mother! —or, were you both our mothers 
I care no more for, than I do for hcaven. 

80 I were not his ſiſter : can't no other, 
But, I your daughter, he muſt be my brother ? 

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-law ; 

God ſhield, you mean it not! daughter, and mother 


8⁰ Arive upon your pulſe: What, pale again : 


» 


My 
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My fear hath catch'd your fondneſs. —Now I fee ' 
The myſtery of your lonelineſs, and find 
Your ſalt rears” head. Now to all ſenſe *tis _ 
Tou love my ſon; invention is aſham'd, | 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion, 
To fay, thou doſt not; therefore tell me true; 
But tell me then *tis ſo :—Por, look, thy cheeks: ' Pls 
Confeſs it one to the other; and thine eyes | | 
See it ſo groſly ſhewn in thy behaviour, 
That in their kind they ſpeak it: only fin + 
And helliſh obſtinacy tie thy tongue, 
That truth ſhould be ſuſpeRed : fpeak, is't ſo? 
If it be ſo, you have wound a goodly clue : | 
If it be not, forſwear't : howe'er, I charge thee; 
As heaven ſhall work in me for thine avail, 8 
Fo tell me truly. | 

Hel. Good madam, Me me? 

Count Do you love my ſon? 

Hel. Your pardon, noble miſtreſs? 

Count. Love you my ſon ? 

Hel. Do not you love him, madam ? 

Count. Go not about; my love hath in't a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note; come, come, diſcloſe 
The ſtate of your affection; for your paſſions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

Hel. Then; 1 confeſs, 
Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, | 
I love your fon ;— 
My friends were poor, but honeft ; ſo's my love: + 
Be not offended ; for it huris not Ado 
"That he is lov'd of me: I follow him not 
By any token of preſumptuous ſuit ; | 
Nor would I have him, till I do deſerve him; 
Yet never know, how that defert ſhould be. 
I know, I love in vain, ſtrive againſt hope; 
Vet, in this captious and intenible ſie ve, 
1 Lil pour in the waters of my love, 
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And lack not to loſe ſtill: thus, Indian like, 
Religious in mine error, I adore C 
The ſun, that looks upon his wor ſhippeer,r 
But knows of him no mere. My deareſt madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my _—_ 

For loving where you do: but if yourſelf, | 
Whoſe aged honour cites a virtuous/youth, 
Did ever, in ſo true a flame of liking © © ; 
Wiſh chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian 

Was both herſelf and love; O then, give pity 1 
To her, whoſe ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe > 


But lend, and give, where ſhe is ſure to loſm 18 
That ſeeks not to find that, her ſeareh implies; L e 


But, riddle- like, lives ſweetly where ſhe dies. 
Count. Had you not re an MY you ily q 
To go to Paris? £ 
Hel. Madam, I had. n 


Count. Wherefore? tell true. e 


Hel. 1 will tell truth; Fork aa nell, I ſwear,” 
You know, my father left me fome preſcriptions : * / 
Of rare, and prov'd effects; ſuch as his reading 
And manifeſt experience had collectet 
For general ſovereignty ; and that he wild me, 

In heedfulleit refer vation to beſtow them, 

As notes, whoſe faculties incluſive were, | 
More than they were in note? amongſt the reſtt, 
There, i is a remedy, approy! d, ſet down, + EE 
To cure the deſperate languiſhings, whereof 

The king is render'd loſt. 


4. 


Court. This was your motive | „ 


For Paris, was it? ſpeak. 170 

Hel. My lord your ſon made me to think of chis; ; 
Elſe Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 
Had from the converſation of my thoughts, | 


Haply, been abſent then, 8 3 . 


Count. But think you, Helen, 
If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed aid, 
He would receive it? He and his phyſicians © 
Are of a mind: he, that they cannot help him, 
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They, that they cannot help. How ſhall they nn! 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the ſehoelss/ 
Embowell'd of their do@rine, _ left off 
The danger to itſelf? | 
Hel. > want; 8 ſomething kints 
More than my father's ſkill (which was the ba 
Of his profeſſion,) that his good receipt 
Shall, for my legacy, be ſanctified 
By the luckieſt ftars in heaven: and, would your honour 
But give me leave to try ſucceſs, l'd venture a 
The well-loſt life of mine on hiv cre et s cure, 
By ſuch a day, and hour. | 
Count. Doſt thou believ't? 
Hel. Ay, madam, Dan hir 
Cound. Why, Helen, thou ſhalt have my bod anode; | 
Mean, and attendants; and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in court: — I'll ſtay at Home, 
And pray God's bleſſing into thy attempt: 3 
Begone to-morrow ;. and be ſure of this, 5 
What I can help thee to, thou ſhalt not miſs. 1 Exeunt᷑ 


er. . SCENE 2 


The Court of Frame. Ester the King, with youre Lords 
taking Leave for the Florentine War. BRTRAM and 
Paxorrxs. PBlon#iſb Cornet.” 4 F 

Ki ings, Kos 
F. swr , young lords ; theſe warlike vrfuciples 
Do not throw from you; and you. my lords, farewel j 


Share the advice betwixt you; if both gain all. 
The gift doth ſtretch itſelf as tis > 
And is enough for both. | is 
1 Lord. Tis our hope, Sir, ary 208 Av 
After well-enter'd eee return 7 bloods oy Uf 
And find your grace in health 


King. No, no, it cannot be: and yet my heart @ 4 4 
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Will not confeſs, he owes the maladr I 9D 
That doth my life beſiege. Farewel, young lords; 
Whether I live or die, he you the ſans 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy 
(Thoſe *bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the laſt monarchy,) ſee that you come 
Not to wog honour but to wed it; when 
The brayeſt queſtant ſhrinks, find what you ſeek, / 
That Fame may cry you loud: I ſay, farewel. | 
2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, ſer ve your majeſty} 
. King Thoſe girls of Italy take heed of them; 
They ſay, our French lack language to deny, 
If they demand. Beware of being captives, 
Before you ſerve. 
Botb. Our hearts receive your warnings. 
. -King. Farewel. Come hither to me. 
[ The King retires to a Conch, 
L Lord, Oh, my Linas Sony chat you will mw behind 
us — 
Par. Tis not his fault; N 8 
2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave e 
Par. Moſt admirable : I have ſeen thoſe wars. 
Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with 
Too young, and the next year. and "tis too early 
Par. An thy mind ſtand to it, (boy, ſteal away 9 
Ber. I ſhall ſtay here the forchorfe toa ſmock, 
Creaking my ſhoes on the plain maſonry, 
Till honour be bought up, and no ſword worn 
But one to dance with! by heaven, ll teal away. 
1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 
Pa, Commit it, count. 
2 Lord. Jam your acceſſary; and fo farewel. 8 
Ser. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd body, 
1 Lord. Farewel, captain. 
2 Lord. Sweet monſieur Parolles ! 
Par. Noble heroes, my ſword and your's are kin. 
Good ſparks and luſtrous, a word, good metals. | 
You ſhall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one captain 
Spur with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on his 
ſiniſter 


8. 
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| finiſter check; it was this very fword intrench'd it: toy | 
to him, I live; and obſerve his reports of m. 
2 Lord We ſhall; noble captain. 
Par. Mars doat on you for his novices! what will you 
do? 
Ber. Stay; the W 
Par Uſe a more ſpacious ceremony to the £ 6ble lords; 
you have reſtrain'd yourſelf within the liſt of too cold an 
adieu: be more expreſſive to them; for they wear them- 
wag in the cap of the time, there, do muſter true gait, 
t, ſpeak, and move under the influence of the 'moſt 
received ſtar: and though the devil lead the "meaſure, 
ſuch are to be h Ader them, and take a more di- 
lated farewel. 5 A 
Ber. And 1 willdoifh,: 785 N 
Par. e ae; 4. and like to prove a — 
fword- men. | | [ Exennt, | 
N e | takin + {[LarFev-tnecls. 
2 Pardon; my lord, for me and * my wg, 
King. I'll fee thee to ſtand usß. 
Laf. Then here's a man ho 
Stands, that has bought his pardon. 1 would, vou 
Had kneel'd my lord, to aſk me mercy; and | + 
That, at my bidding, you could ſo ſtand up. | 
| King. I would I had; fo I had broke "_ pate, 


—— 


And aſk'd thee mercy fort. 
Laf. Goodfaith, _ —but, wy ed bord, tis 
thus; 
Will you be cur'd of your infirmity * 50 
King. No. 


Laf. O, will you cat no grapes, my ak fox? 
Yes, but you wall, my noble grapes; an i; 
My royal fox could reach them: I have ſeen a ea, 
That's able to breathe life into a ſtone; 
Quicken a rock, and make you dance canaryx 8 
Wich ſprightly fire and motion; whoſe ſimple touch 
Is powerful to raiſe king en nay, 
To give great Charlemain a 3 in his . | 
And write to her a love- line. e 
8 2 : King, 
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King. What her is-this ? 
Laf. Why, doQor-ſhe : my lord, there's one arriv'd, 

If you will ſee her. Now, by my faith and honour, 

If ſeriouſly may convey my thoughts 

In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke 

With one, that in ber ſex, her years, profeſſion, 

. Wiſdom, and conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more 

Than I dare blame my weakneſs : Will you ſee her 

(For that is her demand), and know her buſineſs : 

That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now Good Lafeu ; 

Bring in the admiration ; that we with thee, 

May ſpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 

y wondering how thou took'lt it. 

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you, 

And not be all day neither. [Exit Lr Eu. 
King. Thus he his ſpecial nothing ever prologues. 
Taf. [ Returns.) Nay, come your ways. 

[Bringing in HL ENA. 
King. This-haſte hath wings, indeed. 
Za. Nay, come your ways; | 
This is his majeſty, ſay your mind to him: 


' A traitor you. do look like; but ſack traitors 


His majeſty ſeldom fears: 1 am Creſſid's uncle, . 
That dare leave two together; fare you well. | Exit. 

King. Now, fair one, does your buſineſs follow us? 

Hel. Ay, my good lord. Gerard de Narbon was 
My-father : in what he did profeſs, well found. 

King. I knew him. 

Hel. The rather will T ſpare my praiſe toward him; 
Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death | 
Many receipts he gave me; chiefly one, 

Which, as the deareſt iſſue of his practice, 

And of his old experience the only darling, 

He bade me ſtore up, as a triple eye, 

Safer than. mine own too; more dear I have fox : 

And hearing your high majeſty: is touch'd 

With that malignant cauſe, wherein the honour : 
Of my dear father's gift ſtands chief in power, { *4b 
Vol. lil, I come 


4 


As tis with us, that ſquare our gueſs by ſhows 3 
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I come to tender it, and my appliance, 


With all bound humbleneſs. 
King. We thank you, maiden; 
But may not be ſo credulous of cure, 


When our moſt learned doctors leave us; and 


The congregated college have concluded, 

That labouring art can never ranſom nature 

From her unaidable eſtate ; I ſay we muſt not 

So ſtain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 

To proſtitute our paſt-cure maladx ; 

To empiricks ; or to diſſever fo 

Our great ſelf and our credit, to-eſteem _ . 

A ſenſeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem. 
Hel. My duty then ſhall pay me for my pains ; 

I will no more enforce mine office on yon; 

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 


1 modeſt one, to bear me back again. 


King. I cannot give theedeſs, to be call d grateful. 
Thou thought'ſt to help me; and ſuch thanks I give, 
As one near death to thoſe that wifh him live: : 
But whatzat full | know, thou know'ſ no part 


I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 


Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you ſet up your reſt *gainſt remedy. 
He that of greateſt works is finiſher, 
Oft does them by the weakeſt miniſter : 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment ſhown, 
When judges have been babes; great floods have flown - 
From fimple ſources; and great ſeas have dry dd. 
When miracles haye by the greateſt been deny'd. 
Oft expectation fails, and moſt oft there 
Where moſt it promiſes; and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldeſt, and deſpair moſt fits. 
Kiag. 1 muſt not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind maid, | 


Thy pains, not as'd, mult by thyſelf be paid : 


Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward. 
Hel. inſpired merit fo by breath is barr'd : 
Jt is not ſo with him, that all things knows, 


But 
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But moſt it is preſumption in us, wien 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 
Dear Sir, to my endeavours give conſent; 
Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 
Jam not an impoſtor, that pfoclaim 
Myfelf againſt the level of mine aim; 
But know I think, and think 1 know moſt ſure, 
My art is not paſt power, nor you paſt cure, 
Ling. Art thou fo confident ? Within what ſpace 
Hop'it thou my cure? 
Hel. The greateſt grace lending grace; 
Ere twice the horſes of the ſun ſhall bring 
'Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moiſt Heſperus hath quench'd his fleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glafs 
Hath told the thieviſh minutes how they paſs : 
What is infirm from your ſound parts ſhall fly, 
Health ſhall live free, and fickneſs freely die. 
King. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 
What dar'ſt thou venture? 
Fel. Tax of impudence, 
A ſtrumpet's boldneſs, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads; my maiden's name 
Sear'd otherwiſe ; no worſe of worſt extended, 
With vileſt torture let my life be ended, 
King. Methinks, in thee ſome bleffed ſpirit doth ſpeak, 
His powerful ſound within an organ weak: 
And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
In common ſenſe, ſenfe ſaves another way. 
Thy life is dear; for all, thut life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate; 
Youth, beauty, wiſdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happineſs and prime can happy call: 
Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate. 
Sweet practiſer, thy phyſic I will try, 
That minſters thine own death, if I die. 
Hel. If 1 break — or flinch in property Me 
| 12 Of 
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Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die; 
And well deſerv'd not. helping, death's my fee ; 
But if I help, what do you promiſe me? 
King. Make thy demand. 
Fiel. But will you make it even! ? 
King. Ay, by my ſceptre, and my hopes of heavens 
Hel. Then ſhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand, 
What huſband in thy power I will command, 
Exempted be from me. the arrogance 
To chooſe from forth the royal blood of France ; 
M low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of the ſtate :: 
But ſuch a one thy vaſſal ; whom I know 
Is free for me to aſk, thee to beſtow. 
King. Here is my hand ; the premiſes obler / d, 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ſerv'd: 
So, make the choice of thine own time, for I, 
Thy reſolv'd patient, on thee ſtill rely. 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more I muſt ; 
(Tho? more to know, could not be more to wn. 3 
From whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on But reſt 
Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted blext. 
Give me ſome help here, bo! If thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed ſhall match. thy deed. 
: LY, : 0 Exeunt. 


AA tO, 


— 


— 


Roufollon. Enter _ , and Clown, 


Count. Come on Sir; 1 mall now * you to the height 
of your breeding. 

Clo, 1 will ſhew myſelf highly fed, and lowly taught: 
I know my buſineſs is but to the court. 

Count. But to the court? why, what place make you 
ſpecial, when you put off that with ſuch contempt ? But. 
to the court ! 

Cle. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any man- 

8 ners, 


— 
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ners, he may eaſily put it off at court: he that cannot 


make a leg, put off 's cap, kiſs his hand, and fay nothing, 
has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; and, indeed, ſuch a 
fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not for the court: but for 
me, I have an anſwer will ferve all men. 

Count. Marry, that's a bountiful anſwer, that fits * 

queſtions, 

Clio. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks; the 
pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brown-buttock, or 
any buttock. 

Count. Will your anſwer ſerve fit to all queſtions ? 


Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, 
as yout French crown for your taffaty punk, as Tib's 
ruſh for Tom's fore-finger, as a pancake for Shrove-Tuef. 


day, a morris for May-day, as the nail to his hole, the 
cuckold to his horn, as a ſcolding quean to a wrangling 
knave, as the nun's lip to the P'S mouth; nay, as the 
pudding to his ſkin. 


Count. Have you, I ſay, an n anſwer of beck fitneſs for all : 


queſtions ? ? 


Clo. From below your duke, to beneath your conflable 


it will fit any queſtion. 

Count. It muſt: be an anſwer of moſt monſtrous ſize, 
that muſt fit all demands. >. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the 1 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: here it is, and all that belongs 
to't. Aſk me, if am a courtier ;—it ſhall do you no 
harm to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if- we could. I will be a fool 
in queſtion, hoping to be the 'wiſer by Tur anſwer. I 
pray you, Sir, are you a courtier ? 

Clo. O Lord, Sir 


more, more, a kindred of them. 
Count. Sir, I am a poor ſriend of your's, that loves you. 
Ch. O Lord, Sir——Thick, thick, ſpare not me. 
Count. I thank, Sir, you. cam. eat noue of this homely 
_ meat. 


Civ. O Lord, Sir——Nay, put me to't, 1 warrant you. 
7 3 Count, 


There's a ſimple putting off: 3 
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Count, You were lately whipp'd, Sir, as I think. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir——Spare-not me. 

Count. Do you cry, O Lord, Sir, as you are whipping, 
and /pare not me? indeed, your O Lord, Sir, is very ſe- 
quent to your whipping :. you would anſwer very well to 
a whipping, if you were but bound to't. x 

Clo. I ne'er had worſe luck in my life, in my——0 
Lerd, Sir.: I ſee, things may ſerve long, tut not ſerve e- 
ver. 

Count. I play the noble houſewife with the time, to « en- 
tertain it ſo merrily with a fool. 

Che. O Lord, Sir—why, there't ſerves well again. 

Count. An end, Sir; to your buſineſs ; Give Helen this, 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer back : 

Commend me to my kinſmen, and my ſon : 
This is not much; 

Cle. Not much commendation to them. | 

Count. Not much employment for you: You under 
ſtand me. 

Cle. Moſt fruitfully ; I am there before my legs. 


| Count. Haſte you again. [ Exeunt; 
# i . 
Tbe Court of France, Enter BERTRAM, LAFEU, and Pa- 


. ROLLES, 

Laf. They ſay, miracles are paſt; and we have our ; 
philoſophical] perſons, to make modern and familiar things 
Supernatural and cauſeleſs. Hence is it, that we make 
trifles of terrors; enſconſing ourſelves into ſeeming know- 
ledge, when we ſhould ſubmit ourſelves to an plows. 
fear. 

Par. Why, tis the rareſt argument of wonder, that 


Rath ſhot out in our later times. : = 


Ber. And fo'tis. 

Laf. To be relinquiſh'd of the 8 

Par, So I ſay; both of Galen and Paracelſus, 
La,, Of all the learned and authentic fellow 


Par. Right, ſo I ſay. pa 
1 
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Taf. That gave him out incurable 
Par. Why, there 'tis ;. ſo 7 I too. 
Taf. Not to be help'd- 

Par. Right; as twere a man aſſur'd of an 

Zaf. Uncertain life, and ſure death 

Par. Juſt, you ſay well; ſo would | have ſaid. 

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a-novelty to the world. 

Par. It is, indeed: if you will have it in-ſhewing, you 
ſhall read it in, what do you call there ?—— 


Laß A ſhewing of a heavenly effect in an earthly actor. 


Par. That's it; I would have ſaid the very ſame. 
Taf. Why, your dolphin is not luſtier: fore me IL. 
ſpeak in reſpect 

Par. Nay, 'tis ſtrange, tis very Anka, that is the 
brief and the tedious of it; and he is of a moſt facinerous 
fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to By the— 

Laf. Very hand of heaven, 

- Par. Ay, ſo I fay. 5 

Laf. In a moſt weak 

Par.. And debile We great power, great W 
dence; which ſhould, indeed, give us a farther uſe to be 


made, than alone the recovery of the king; as to be 


Zaf. Generally thankful. | 
Enter King, HeLENA, and Attendinte, 

Par. I would have ſaid it; you ſaid well. Here comes 
the king. 

Laf. Luſtick, as the Dutchman ſays. I'll like a maid 
the better, while I have a tooth in my head. Why he's 
able to lead her a corranto. | 

Par. Mort du Vinaigre ! is not this Helen? 

Lf. Fore God, I think ſo. 

King. Go, call before me all the lords i in court. 
Sit, my preſerver, by thy patient's ſide; 
And with this healthful hand, whoſe baniſh'd ſenſe- 
Thou haſt repeal'd, a ſecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promis'd gift; 
Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter three or four Lords. 

Fair maid, fend forth thine eye: this youthſul parcel 


Of 
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Thou haſt power to chooſe, and they none to forſake. 


”. 
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Of noble bachelors ſtand at my beſtowitig, 
O'er whom both ſovereign power and father's voice 
I have to uſe: thy frank election make; 


Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous miſtreſs 
Fall, when love pleafe ! marry, to each but one 

Laf. I'd give bay curtal and his furniture, 
My mouth no more were broken than theſe boys, 
And writ as little beard. 

King. Peruſe them well: 
Net one of thoſe but had a noble father. 

„ addreſſes herſelf to a Lord. 


al Gentlemen, - - 
Heaven hath, through me, reſtor'd the king to health. 
Ali. We underſtand it, and thank heaven for you. 
- Hel. I ama ſimple maid, and therein wealthieſt, 
That, I proteſt, I ſimply am a mad 
Pleaſe it your majeſty, I have done already: 
The bluſhes in my cheeks thus whiſper me, 
We bluſh that thou ſhould chooſe, but be refus'd ; 
1 Jet the white death fit on ys cheek for ever, 
« We'll nc'er come there again.” 
King. Make choice; and ſee, 
Who ſhuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 
Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do ſ fly; 
And to imperial Love, that god moſt high, 
Do my fighs ſtream. Sir, will you hear w7 ſuit ? ? 
1 Lord. And grant it. 


Hel. Thanks, Sir: — all the reſt is mute. 8 
Lay. I had rather be in this —_ than throw ames- ace 
for my life. 


Hel. The honour, Sir, us Sn in your fair , 
Beſore I ſpeak, too threatningly replies: | — 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love ! 
2 Lord. No better, if you pleaſe. 
Hel. My wiſh receive, 
Which great love grant! and ſol take my leave. 
Laf. Do all they and her? An they were ſons of 
| mine, 
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mine, I'd have them Whipt; or 1 would fend them to the 


Turk to make eunuchs of 

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand ſhould: take; 
F'll never do you wrong for your own ſake :. 
Blefling upon your vows! and in your bed. 

Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed! 

Laf. Theſe. boys are boys of. ice, they'll none of her: 
ſure, they are baſtards to-the Evgliſh ; . the French ne er 
got em. 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good, 

To make yourſelf a ſon out of my blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not ſoz 


| Laf. There's: one grape yet—I am dn thy father 


drunk wine. But if thou be'ſt not an aſs, I am a youth 
of fourteen, I have known thee already. - . 1 
Hel. | dare not ſay, I take you; but I give 
Me, and my ſervice, ever whilſt I live, 
Into your guided. pre ia is the man. 
[To BERTRAM: 


King. Why then, young Mitri take her, ſhe's hy: 


wife, 
Bir. My wife, my liege? I ſhall beſeeeh k you bighneſs 
In ſuch a buſineſs give me leave to uſe 
The help of mine own eyes. 
| King. Know'ſt thou not, Bertram, 
What ſhe hath done for me? 
Ber. Yes, my good lord; 
But never hope to know why; I ſhould marry her. 


King. Thou Know'ſt, 10 bys rais d me from. my lickly 


bed. 

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down. 
_ Muſt anſwer for your raiſing? I know her well; 
She had her breeding at my father's charge: 
A poor phyſician's daughter my. wife !—Diſdain 
Rather corrupt me ever! 

King. Tis only title thou diſdain'ſt in her, the which: 
I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods, - | 
Of colour,, weight, and heat, pour'd all together, 
Would quite canfound. diſtinction, yet ſtand off 
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In difſerentes, fo mighty. If ſhe be 

All that is virtuous (ſave what thou diſlik'ſt, 

A poor phyſiclan's daughter,) thou diflik'ſt 

Of virtue for the name: but do not {6, 
From loweſt place when virtuous things procses 
The place is dignify'd by the doer's deed. 1— 
Whete great addition ſwells, and virtue none, 

It is a dropfied honour: good alone 

Is good, without a name, vileneſs is ſo: 

The property by what it is ſnould go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wiſe, fair; 
In-theſe, to nature ſhe's inimediate heir 
And theſe breed hondur: that is honour's ſcorn, 
Which challenges itſelf as honour's born, 

And is not like the ſire. Honours heſt thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them derive. 

Than our fore-goers : the mere word's a ſlave | 


'Debauch'd on every tomb; on every grave, 
A lying trophy; and as oftis dumb, 


Where duſt, and danm'd oblivion is the tomb 

Of honour'd bones, indeed. What ſhould be ſaid ? 

If thou eanſt like this creature as a mald, 

T can create the reſt: virtue, and ſhe, 

Is her own dower ; honour, and wealth, from me. 
Ber, I cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to dot. 
King. Thou wrong'ſt thyſelf, if thou en ſtrive- 

to chooſe. | 
Hel. That you are well reſtor'd, any: lord, bm 1588 2 

Let the reſt go. 

King. My honour's at the lake; which to defend, 


I I muſt produce my power. Here, take her hutid, 


Pround fcortiful boy, unworthy this good gift; 
That doſt in vile miſpriſon ſhackle up 

My love, and her deſert; that canſt not dream, 
We, poizing us in her defective ſcale, | N 


dall weigh theée to the beam; that wilt not know, 


It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We pleaſe to have it grow. Cheek thy e 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good: | 


Believe not thy diſdain, but preſently 
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Na thine own fortunes that obedient right, 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power 4. 
Or ] will throw thee from my care for ever 
Into the ſtaggers, and the careleſs lapſe 
Of youth and ignorance; both my revenge, and hats 
Looſing upon thee in the name of juſtice, 
Without all terms of pity. Speak; thine anſywer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord; for I ſubmit 

My fancy to your eyes When I conſider, 

What great creation, and what dole of honour 

Flies where you bid it; I find, that ſhe, which late 

Was in my nobler thoughts moſt baſe, is now 

The praiſed of the king; who, ſo ennobled, 

Is, as twere, born fo. 

King. Take her by the hand, 

And tell her, ſhe is thine : to whom I promiſe 

A counterpoize; if not in thy eſtate, 

A balance more replete, _ | : 
Ber. I take her hand. i | | 
King. Good fortune, and the favour of the king | 

Smile upon this contract; whoſe ceremouy | 

Shall ſeem expedient on the new-born brief, 

And be perform'd to-night : the ſolemn feaſt | 

Shall more attend upon the coming ſpace, 

Expecting abſent friends. As thou lov'ſt her, 

Thy love to me religious; elſe, does err. 

Exeunt all but PAROLLES and LAFED,. 

Laf. Do you hear, monſieur, a word with ou. | 

Par. Your pleaſure, Sir? 

Laf. Your lord and maſter did well to make his recan | 
tation. 

Dar. Recantation 2—My Jod! ? my maſter ? 

Laf. Ay; Is it not a language I fpeak? _ 

Par. A moſt harſh one; and not to be underſtood | 
without bloody ſucceeding. My Maſter ? 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Rouſillon ? 

Par. To any count; to all counts; to what is man. 

Laf. To what is count's a ee maſter is of ano - 
ther yle. | L : 


Par, 
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Par. You are-too "_ Sir; let it _— you, vou are 
too old. — 

Laf I muſt tell ths, Sirrab, ine man; to which 

title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, 1 PR not do. 
- Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a pret- 
ty wiſe fellow; thou didſt make tolerable vent of thy 
travel; it might paſs; yet the ſcarſs and the banne- 
rets about thee did manifoldly diſſuade me from believing 
thee a veſſel of too great a burden. I have now found 
thee; when Tloſ® thee again, I care not: yet art thou 
good for nothing but taking up; and that thou art ſcarce 
worth, | 

Par. Hadſt thou not the bie of antiquity upon 
thee— 8 | 

Laf. Do net plunge thyſelf too far in anger, leſt iow 
Haſten thy trial; which. if—Lord have mercy on thee for 
-a hen ! So, my good window of lattice, fare thee Well; 
thy caſement I need not open, I look through thee. Give 


me thy hand. 
Par. My lord, you give me moſt egregious indignity. 
Leaf. Ay, with all my heart; and thou art worthy of it, 
Par. 1 have not, my lord, deſerv'd it. 
Laf. Ves, good faith, every dram of it; and I will not 
bate thee a ſcruple. ; 
Par. Well, ! ſhall'be wi. | | 
Laf. E'en as ſoon as thou canſt, for thou haſt to pull at 
a ſmack.o* the contrary, If ever thou beſt bound in thy 
ſcarf and beaten, thou ſhalt find what it is to be proud of | 
thy bondage. I have a deſire to hold my acquaintance 


with thee, or rather my knowledge, that 1 may ſay, in 


in the default, he is a man I know. 
Par. My lord, you do me moſt inſupportable vexation. 
Laf. I would, it were hell-pains for thy fake, and my 
poor doing eternal: for doing, Lam paſt; as I will by thee 
in what motion age will give me leave. 99 F Exit. 
Par. Well, thou haſt a ſon ſhall take this diſgrace off 


me; pond old, r nat lord —Wel, I muſt be 


I patient ; 
% a : * 
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patient; there is no fettering of authority. I'll beat him, . 
by my life, if I can meet him with any convenience, an 
he were double and double a lord. I'll have no more pity 
of his age, than I would have of—P'Il boos him, an if | 
£ould but meet him again. 
Re-enter Larev. | 

Taf. Sirrah, your lord and maſter's married, there's 
| news for you: you have a new miſtreſs. | 

Par, I mal unfeignedly beſeech your lordſhip to make 
ſane reſervation of your wrongs. He is my good lord ; 
. Whom I ferve above, is my maſter, . 

La. Who? God? | 

Par, Ay, Sir | £79. og 

Laf. The de vil it is, that's * maſter, Why doſt thot 

garter up thy arms o' this faſhion? doſt make hoſe of thy 
ſleeves? do other ſervants ſo ? Thou wert beſt ſet thy 
lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine honour, illi 
were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee : methinks, 
thou art a general offence, and every man ſhould bear thee. 
I think, thou was created for men to breathe themſelves | 
upon thee. | 

Par. This is hard and undeſcrved WEL my lot : 

Laf. Go to, Sir; you were beaten in Italy for pick» 
ing a kernel out of a pomegrenate ; you are a vagabond, 
and no true traveller: you are more ſaucy with lords and 
honourable perſonages, than the heraldry of your birth 
. and virtue gives you commiſſion, You ate not worth 
another word, elſe I'd call you knave. I leave you. Exit. 

| Enter BERTRAM. 

Par. Good, very good ; it 1s fo then. Good, very good, | 
let it be conceal'd a while. 

Ber.” Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever! 

Par, What is the matter, ſweet heart? 

Ber. Altho' before the ſolemn nog I have Mr, . 

I will not bed her. 

Dar What, what, ſweet heart ? 
| Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me:. 
I'n to the Tuſcan wars, and never bed her. 


Par. France is a * and it no more merits 
Vor. III. | G 2 The 
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The tread of a man's. foot: to the wars 
Ber. There's letters from my mother; what the im- 


port is, 


I know not yet. : \ 


Par. Ay, that would be known; to the wars, my boy, 
to the wars! 
He wears his honour in a box, unſeen, | 


That hugs his kickſy-wickſy here at home ; 


Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 
Which ſhould ſuſtain the bound and high curvet 
Of Mars's fiery ſteed: To other regions! 

France is a ſtable; we that dwell in ty jades; 


Therefore to the war. 


Ber. It ſhall beſo; I'll ſend her to my houſe; 


Acquaint my mother with my hate to her, 
And wherefore I am fled; write to the king 


That which I durſt not ſpeak His preſent gift 


Shall furniſh me to thoſe Italian fields, 
Where noble fellows ſtrike. War is no ſtrife 
To the dark houſe, and the deteſted wife. 
Par. Will this capriccio hold in thee, art ſure? 
Ber Go with me to my chamber, and adviſe me. 
J'll fend her ſtraight away: To-morrow 
151 to the wars, ſhe to her ſingle ſorrow. 
Par. Why, theſe balls bound; there's noiſe in it, Tis 


hard; 


A? young man married, is a man hs s marr'd : 


Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go: 
The king has done you ROE. but, huſh ! tis ſo, Le. 


. 


SCEME IF. 


Enter HELENA aud Clown, 
Hel. My mother greets me kindly ; Is ſhe well? 
Clo. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her health: ſhe's 
very merry; but yet ſhe's not well: but, thanks be given, 
ſhe's very well, and wants nothing i the world; but yet 


the is nat well. 
Hel. 


* 


HA u. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 111 


Hel. If ſhe be very well, what does the ail, that ſhe's 
not very well ? 

Clo. Truly, ſhe's very well, indeed, but for two his, 

Hel. What two things? 

Clio: One, that ſhe's not in 8 whither Ged fend 
her quickly! the other, that ſhe's in pots from whence 
God ſend her quickly! 

© Enter PAROLLES, 

Par. Bleſs you; my. fortunate lady ! 

Hel I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have mine 
own good fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on; and to/ 
Keep them on, have them ſtill.— O, wy knave, how does 
my old lady ? - | 

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and 1 her _—_— [ 
would ſhe did as you ſay. 

Par. Why, I ſay nothing. 

Clo. Marry, you are the wiſer man; for many a man” 
tongue ſhakes out his maſter's undoing 5 To ſay nothing, | 
to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is 
to be a great part of your title; — 1 85 is Within a x very 
little of nothing. 

. Par, Away, thou'rt a knave. 

Ch.- You ſhould have ſaid, Sir, before a- Wes thou 

art a knave; that's, befor e me thou art a knave: this 
had been wrath, Sir, 
Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found thee. 
Clo. Did you find me in yourſelf, Sir? or were you 
taught to find me? The ſearch, Sir, was profitable ; and 
much fool may you find in you, even to the world's Plea- 5 
ſure, and the increaſe of laughter. 

Par. A good knave, i'faith, and well fed. 

Madam, my lord will go away to-night : 
A very ſerious buſineſs calls on him. 
The great prerogative and right of love, 
Which, as your due, time claims, he doth acknowledge; 
But puts it: off by a compell'd reſtraint : 
Whoſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets. 
Which they diſtil now in the curbed time, 
K 2 | | To 
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To make the coming hour o'erflow with; Joys 
And ꝓleaſure drown the brim. 

Hel. What's his will elſe ? 

Par. That you will take your inftant leave o' the king, 
And make this haſte as your own good proceeding, ; 
Strengthen'd with what apology, you think, 

May make it probable need. | 

-47el, What more commands he 4 

Par. That having this obtain'd, you preſently 
Attend his further pleaſure. 

Hel. In every thing 1 wait upon his will. 


** 


Par, 1 ſhall report it ſo. [en Pan. 
Hel. | pray you,—Come, ſirrah. Ie Clown. 
$61.06, | | [ Exeuat, 

5 SEN r. 


OD Larzu and Barra. 


ger But, 1 hope, your lordſhip thinks not him a ſoldier. 
Her. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 
Laf. You have it from his own deliverance, 
Ber. And by other warranted teſtimony. 
Lof. Then my dial goes not true; 1 took this lark for | 
a bunting. | 
Ber. I do affure you, my lord, he is very great in know= 
ledge, and accordingly valiant. 
Loaf. 1 have then ſinned againſt his experience, and 
| tranigreſs'd againft his valour ; and my ſtate that way is 
dangerous, ſince I cannot yet find in my heart to repent : 
| here he comes; I pray you, make us en I will * 
ſue the amity. | 
| Hater PAROLLYS, 
Par Theſe things ſhall be done, Sir. 
Taf. 1 pray you, Sir, who's his tailor! ? 
Par. Sir ? ; 
Laf, O, I know bim welt: Ay, Sir, he, 1 Sir's „ agood 
_ workman, a very good tailor. 
Ser. Is ihe gone to the king? [ Ajide to PAROL. 
F : A . „„ 


— 


* 


A II. aATL's weLL THAT ENDS WELD. »Bt3 ; 
Par. She is. Le | 
Ber. Will ſhe away to-night 7 
Par, As you'll have her. 

Ber. | have writ my letters, tl my ebe 

Given orders for our horſes; and to-night 

When. ſhould take poſſeſſion of the bride— - 


And, ere I do begin 
Loaf. A good traveller is ſomething at rods latter end 


of a dinner; but one that lies three thirds, and uſes a a 
known truth to paſs a thouſand nothings with, ſhould be 
once heard, and thrice beaten. God fave you, captain. 

Ber, h there any unkindneſs between my lord and you, 
monſieur? 

Par. 1 know not How F have deſerv'd to run into my 
lord's diſpleaſure. 

| Loaf. You have made ſhift to run into't, boots and ſpurs 
and all, like him that leapt into the cuſtard; and out of 
it you Il run again, rather than ſuffer queſtion for your 
reſidence. < 

Ber. It may be, you have BET Ran him, my lord. 

Laf. And ſhall dõ ſo ever, though I took him -at's 
prayers. Fare you well, my Lord: and believe this of 
me, there can be no kernel in this light nut : the foul of 
this man is his clothes. Truſt him not in matter of hea- 
vy conſequence: | have kept of them tame, and know 
their natures. Farewell, monſieur, I have ſpoken better 
of you, than vou have or will deſerve at my hand; but 
we muſt do good againſt evil. 25; ᷑ ö Be 

Par, An idle lord, 1 ſw ear. EE. | 

Ber. I think ſo. 

Par. Why, do you not know him? 

Ber. Yes, I know him well; and common ſpeech 
Gives him a worthy paſs. Here comes my clog. 
Enter HELENA, 

Hel 1 have, sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procur'd his leave 
For preſent parting ; only, he deſires 
Some private fpeech with you. | 
Ber. I ſhall obey hls Will. — 

K 5 | | You 


2 
/ 


3 


= will de two 8 ere I ſhall ſee you; ſo 


Strangers and foes do ſunder, and not kiſs, 
Ber. I pray you, ſtay not, but in haſte to horſe, 
Hel. 1 ſuall mot break your bidding, good my lord. 
{Exit HELENA, 
Ber . 
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Vou muſt not marvel, Helen, at my courſe, 


Which holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The miniſtration and required office 

On my particular. Prepar'd I was not 

For ſuch a buſineſs; therefore am I found 

So much unſettled : This drives me to entreat you, 
That preſently you take your way for home; 
And rather muſe, than aſk, why I entreat you: \ 
For my reſpects are better than they ſeem; | 


And my appointments have in them a need 


Greater than ſhews itſelf at the firſt view, 


To you that know them not, I als to my mother. 
[ Giving a letters 


L leave you to your wiſdom. |, 
Hel. Sir, 1 can nothing ſay, 
But that 1 am your moſt obedient ſervant. 
. Come, come, no more of that. 
Hel And cver ſhall 
With true obſervance ſeek to eke out That, 
Wherein toward me my homely ſtars have fail'd 
0 equal my great fortune. | 
Ber. Let That go: 


/ 


My haſte is very great. Farewell; hie home, 


Hel. Pray, Bir, your pardon. » 
Ber. Well, what would you fay ? 
Hel. Lam not worthy of the wealth ] owe; 
Nor dare I ſay, *tis mine; and yet it is; 95 
But, like a timorous thief, moſt fain would ſteal _ 
What Iaw docs vouch mine own. 
Ber. What would you have ? 
Hel. e ed and ſcarce ſo much i——nothing, in- 
deed. 
1 would not tell you what [ would; my Jord—'faith | 
yes; | 


&.. 
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Ber, Where are my other men, monſieur? Fare wel. 
Go thou toward home, where I will never come, 
Whilſt 1 can ſhake my ſword, or hear the drum: 
Away, and ſor our flight. | | | 
Har. Bravely, eoragio! H. 


ACT 117. SCENE'T. e 


The Duke . Court in Florence. Blouriſh, Enter the Dus 
of Faroe teu F rench Lords with Salve: 


Dube. 


Yo that, from point to point, now have you heard 
The act reaſons of this war; - 5 
Whoſe great deciſion hath much 125 tet rt, 1 
And more thirſts after. = | 
I Tord. Holy ſcems the quarrel 
Upon your grace's part: black and fearful | 
On the oppoſer. | 
Due. Therefore we marvel much, our couſin Frince 
Would, in ſo juſt a buſineſs, ſhut his boſom 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. | 
2 Lord. Good my lord; 
The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yield, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By ſelf. unable motion: therefore dare not- | 
Say what I think of it; ſince I have found eg 
Myſelf in my uncertain ne to fail a 
As often as I gueſt, ES : 
Duke. Be it his pleaſure. © 8 5 
2 Lord. But I am ſure, the younger, of our nature, 
That ſurfeit on their eaſe, will, dzy by day 
Come here for phyſic. 
Dude. Welcome ſhall they be; 
And all the honours, that can fiy from u, 


4 


1 
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1 


Shall on them ſettle. Vou know your places well: 


When better fall, for your avails they fell; 


To-morrow, to the field. [ ZEæeunt. 
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Pau Hun in France. Enter Counteſs and Clown: 
Count. It hath happened all as1 would have had it; ſave 


Dat he comes not along with her. 
* Cho, By my troth, I take my young lord to 1 a very 


melancholy man. 
Count. By what obſervante, I pray you? | 
Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and ſing : mart 


the ruff, and ſing; aſk queſtions, and ſing ; pick his teeth, 
and ſing. I-knew a man that had this trick of melan- Fo 


choly, ſold a goodly manor for a ſong 
Count. Let me ſee what he writes, and when 4 means 
do come. * |. Reads-the Leiter. 
Clo. 1 have no mind to Iſbel, fince I was at court. Our 
old ling, and our Iſbels o' the country, are nothing like 
your old ling, and your Iſbels o' the court: the brain of 
my Cupid's knock'd. out; and I begin to * as an old 


man loves money, with no ſtomach; 


Count. What have we here? 
Cho, E'cn that you have there. £0 * ixits 
Counteſs reads a Letter. 
I have [ent you @ daughter-in-law ; foe bath atone the 


King, and undone me. I have wedded her, not bedded ber; 
aud ſeworn to make the not eternal. You ſball hear, Tam run 
eway ; know it, before the report come F there be breadth 


enough in the world, I avill hold a long diftance. MM; Ty. duty to 


you. ES Your unfortunate ſon, 
BERTRAM, | 


This is not well, raſh i hap, 
To fly the favours of ſo good a king; 
To pluck his indignation on thy head, 


- "ls 
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By the miſprizing of a maid, too virtuous | 
For the contempt of empire. 

by Re-enter Clown. : 

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within, between 
two ſoldiers and my young lady. | 

Count. What is the matter? 

Clo. Nay, there is ſome comfort in the news, 4 com? 
fort; your ſon will not be kill'd ſo ſoon as L[ erer he 
would. 3 

Count. Why ſhould he be kia? 

Clo. So ſay I, madam, if he run away, as I hear he does: 


the danger is in ſtanding to't; that's the loſs of men, 
though it be the getting of children. Here they * 


will tell you more, For my part, | ar hear your ſon 
was. run away. 
55 Enter H LENA, and two Gentlemes. 

I Gen. Save you, good madam. 

Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone,— 

2 Gen. Do not lay ſo. 

Count. Think upon patience.— Pray you, bealemen— | 


Ill have felt fo many quirks of joy and grief, 


That the firſt face of neither, on the flart, | 
Can woman me unto't. Where is my ſon, I pray you? / 
2 Gen. Madam, he's gone to ſerve the duke of Florence, | 
We met him thitherward ; for theace we came, 
And, after ſome diſpatch i in hand at court, 
Thither we bend again. 
Hal. Look e on this letter, madam; here's my paſſport. 


When thou cum ant get the ring upon my finger, which: never 
' ſhall come of ; and Nero me à child begotten of thy body, 
that I am father to, then call me 52 Pond; but in ſuch 

2 Then I wwritea Never ! „ 3 


This is a dreadful ſentence. 
Count. Brought you this letter, gentleman? Cones” 
1 Gen. Ay, madam; 
And for the contents ſake, are ſorry fas our pains, 
Count. pry'thee, lady, have a better cheer ; _ | 
If thou engroſſeſt all the griefs as thine, 


f 
{ 
| 
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Thou robb'ſt me of a moiety : He was my ſon; 
But I do waſh his name out of my blood, 5 


And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he 4 


2 Gen, Ay, madam. 
Count. And to be a ſoldier ? 
2 Gen. Such is his noble purpoſe: and, believe's;- 
The Duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. 
. Count, Return you thither ? 
1 Gen. Ay madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpeed. 
Fel. Ti 7 bave no wife, 1 bave nothing i in France ! 
Tis bitter. . { Reading, 
Count. Find you that there? 
- Hel. Ay, madam, 
1 Gen. Tis but the boldneſs of lis hand, haply, which 
His heart was not conſenting to 
Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wiſe! 
There's nothing here, that'is too good for him, 
But only ſhe ; and ſhe deſerves a lord, 
That twenty ſuch rude boys'might-tend upon, 


* 


f 


And call her hourly, miſtreſs. Who was with him? 


I Gen. A ſervant only, and a gentleman. 
Which I have ſome time known, 


Count. Parolles, was't not! > 

1 Gen. Ay, my good lady, he. 8 x 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickedneſs / 
My ſon corrupts a well-derived nature 
With his inducement, - : 

I Gen. Indeed, good lady, 

The fellow has'a deal of that too much, 
Which holds him much to have. ; 
Count. You are welcome, gentlemen, _ 24 

I will entreat yon, when you ſee my ſon, 
To tell him, that his ſword can never win 


The honour that he loſes : more Vl entreat yow 


Written to bear along. 

2 Gen. We ſerve you, madam, 955 
In that and all your worthieſt affairs. 

Count, Not by, but as we change our coutteſies 


Wilt 


Nothing in France, until he has no wiife ! 


* 
1 
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Will you draw near? [ Exeunt Counteſs and Gentlemen, 
Hel: Till I have no wife, I have nothing in France! * 


Thou ſhalt have none, Rouſillon, none in France, 

Then haſt thou all again. Pour lord! is't I 

That chaſe thee from thy country, and expoſe 

Thole tender limbs of thine to the event . | 
Of the none-ſparing war? and is it I, : 
That drive thee from the ſportive court, where hos 
Was ſhot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of ſmoky muſkets? O you leaden meſſengers, 

That ride upon the voilent ſpeed of fire, 

Ny with falſe aim; move the ſtill-piercing air, 

That Lngs with piercing, do not touch my lord! 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 

Whoever charges on his. forward. breaſt, 

Jam the caitiff, that do hold him to it; 

And, tho? I kill him not, I am the cauſe - 

His death. was ſo effected. Better 'twere, 

I met the ravening lion when he roar'd 

With ſharp conſtraint of hunger; better twere, 

That all the miſeries, which nature owes, 

Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Rouſillon; 
Whence honour but of danger wins a ſcar | 
As oft it loſes all. I will begone ; 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence. 

Shall 1 ſtay here to do't ? no, no although 

The air of paradiſe did fan the houſe, DE 
And angels offic'd all: I will be gone; 

'That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 

To conſolate thine ear. Come, night! end, day! 

For, with the dark, poor thief, PI] ſteal away Exit. 


— 


SCENE III. th pe” 


The Dube s Cart 3 in Florence. Flourifb. Enter the Duke of 
Florence, BR TRAM, Drum and e 2 Pa- 
ROLLES. 
Duke. The . of our horſe thou art; and we, 
1 | a Great : 
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Great in our hope, lay our beſt love and credence 
Upon thy promiſing Wen | 
Ber. Sir, it is 80 
A charge too heavy for my anch but yet 
We'll ſtrive to bear it ſor your worthy ſake, 
To the extreme edge of hazard. 
Dube. Then go forth, 
And Fortune play upon thy e helm, 
As thy auſpicious miſtreſs! 
Ber. This very-day, BEE | 
Great Mars, I put myſelf into "thy file? 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I ſhall prove : 


A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [ Exeunt. 
| ” f : pe ö 


* * 


57 Yon in Frince, B ater Counteſs and been 


Count. Alas! and would you take the letter of her ? 
Might you not know, ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 


— 


By Kae me a err ? Read it again. 55 N 


E „ 


Stew. I am St. Jaques pilgrim, thither gone; | 
Ambitious love hath foi in me offended, 
That bore-foct plod I the cold ground upon, 
With ſuinted wow my Faults to have amended. 
Write, write, that, from the bloody courſe of war 
My deareſt maſters your dear fon, may bie; 
Bie 5 him at home in peace, .ohilft 1 from far 
Hir name wvith zealous fervour ſantti fy. 
- His talen labours bid bim me forgive; 


: J, bis deſpightful Funo, ſent him forth 
338 courtly friends, with camping foes to live; 
Where death ano danger dog the beets of worth, 
jo is too goed and fair for death a;d me, 
Whom 1 myſelj embrace to ſet him free, 5 
2 2 . 
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Ah, what ſharp ſtings are in her mildeſt words ?— 
Rinaldo, you did never lack advice ſo much, 
As letting her paſs ſo; had 1 fpoke with her, 
I could have well Moti her intents, 
Which thus ſhe hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon me, madam ; 

If I had given you this at over-night Th 
She might have been o'er-ta'en; and ; ſhe wen 
Purſuit would be but vain. | 

Count. What angel ſhall | 
Bleſs this unworthy huſband ? he cannot thrive, 


Dnleſs her prayers, whom Heaven delights to hear, f 


And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateſt juſtice. Write, write, Rinaldo, 
To chis unworthy huſband of his wife; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

That. he does weigh too light: my greateſt grief, 
Tho? little he do feel it, ſet down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient meſſenger : 
When, haply, he ſhall hear that ſhe is gone, 
He will return; and hope I may, that ſhe, - 
Hearing ſo much, will ſpeed her foot again, 
Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 

Is deareſt to me, I have no ſkill in ſenſe 

To make diſt inction: Provide this meſſenger : _ 

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 

Guin wauld have tears, ſorrow bids x me ſpeak, [Econ 


FAT £4 


— 


SCENE V. 


Without the Walls of Florence, A Tuc let afar off. Enter 
an old Widow of Florence, —— eee and Ma- 


RIANA, with other Citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come; for if they do approach we city, we 
ſhall loſe all the ſight. 5 

Dia. They ſay, the French count has done moſt honour 
able ſervice. 

Wid. It is reported that he has ta'en their greateſt com- 
Vol. III. L mander; 
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mander ; and that with his own hand he flew the duke's 


brother. We have loſt our labour, they are gone a con- 
trary way: hark! you may know by their trumpets. 
Mar. Come, let's return again, and ſuffice ourſelves 


with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French earl: the honour of a maid is her name; and no 


legacy is ſo rich as honeſty. 
Mid. J have told my neighhour, how you have been 
ſolicited by a gentleman his companion. 
Mar. I know the knave (hang him 5 one Parolles : 2 
filthy officer he is in thoſe ſuggeſtions for the young earl. 


Beware of them, Diana; their promiſes, enticements, 


oaths, tokens, and all theſe engines of luſt, are not the 
things they go under: many a maid hath been ſeduced 


by them; and the miſery is, example, that fo terrible 


ſhews in the wreck. of maidenhood, cannot for all that 
diſſuade ſucceſſion, but that they are limed with the twigs 
that threaten them. I hope, I need not to advile you 
further; but 1 hope your own grace will keep you where 
you are, though there were no further danger _—_— 
but the modeſty which is ſo loſt, _ 
Dia. You ſhall not need to fear me. | 
2 Enter HELENA, d: iguis'd like a pilgrim. | 


Wid. I hope ſo-——Look, here comes a pilgrim; 11 
know ſhe will ly at my houſe: thither awd ſend one an- 


other. I'll queſtion her: 
God fave you, pilgrim | Whither are you bound ? 
Hel. To St Jaques le Grand. 
Where do the palmers lodge, I do beſeech you? 
MWid. At the St Francis here, beſide the port. 
Hel. Is this the way | ? [4 March afar < 
Mid. Ay, marry, is it. Hark you! 
They come this way: If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, 
But till the troops come by, 
I will conduct you where you ſhall be lodg'd; 
g The rather, for, I think, | know your hoſteſs 
As ample as myſelf, 
Hel. Is it yourſelf ? 


Wit. If you ſhall pleaſe - pilgrim, 


Hd. : 


> 
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| Hel. Ithank you, and will ſtay upon your leiſure, 
id You came, I ny; from France, yy | 
Hel. 1 did ſo; * 
Wid. Here you ſhall ſee a eountryman of your” 1 
That has done worthy ſervice. | 
Hel. His name, I pray you? F, 
Dia. The count Rouſillon: Know you ſuch a one 7 
Hel. But by the ear, that 1 moſt oy of hinr, 
His face I know not. 
Dia. Whatſoe'er he is, 13 = 
He's bravely taken here. He ſtole from 3 
As tis reported; for the king had married him 
Againſt his liking, Think you it is ſo? | 
Het; Ay, ſurely, meer the truth ; I know his lady: 
Dia. There is a gentleman, that ſerves the Err 
Reports but coarſely of her. 7 
Hel. What's his name. 
Dia. Monſieur Parolles. 
Hel. Oh, I believe with him, 
In argument of praiſe, or to the worth _ | 
Of the great count himſelf, the is too mean 1 ; 
To have her name repeated; all her W 
ls a reſerved honeſty, and that 
have not heard examin'd, 
Dia. Alas, poor lady! 
"Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
Of a deteſting lord. | 
Wid. Ay! right: good creature ? l er ſhe is 
Her heart weighs ſadly: this young maid mien 195 her 
A fhrewd turn, if. ſhe pleas d. 
Hel. How do you mean? | 
May be, the amorous count ſolicits. her 
= the unlawful purpoſe. - 
Mid. He does, indeed; 
hd brokes with all, that can in ſuch a ſuit 
_ Corrupt the tender honour of a maid : a : 
But ſhe iz arm'd for him, and keeps her m_ 
| An honeſteſt defence, 
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Enter ib Drom and Colours, Bz#+TRAM, PAROQLLES; 
Officers and Soldiers — 36 bh, 


Mar. The gods forbid elſe! 
Wid. So, now they come: GS 


That is Antonio, the duke's eldeſt ſon ; 


That, Eſcalus. 5 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman? 
Dia. He; 
That with the plume : tis a moſt attic fellow ; 
1 would, he lov'd his wife: if he were honeſter, 
He were much goodlier.— Is't not a Handſome gentleman ? 
Hel. 1 like him well. 
Dia. Tis pity he is not honeſt : yond's that ſame Enave, 
That leads him to theſe places; were I his lady, 
jd poiſon that vile raſcal. | 
Hel. Which is he ? 
Lia. That pr ns bo. we with ſcarfs. Why is he me- 
lancholy ? 
Hel. Perchance he's hurt i th battle, 
Par. Loſe our drum! well. 
Mar. He's ſhrewdly vex'd at Rn Look, he 


has ſpied us. 


Wid. Marry, hang you! , : 
[Exeunt BERTRAM, Panotues &e, 
Mar. And your coutteſy, for a ring-carrier !— - 
IWid. The troop is paſt ; Come, pilgrim, I will bring 
Fes you f 

Where you ſhall hoſt : of enjoin'd penitents 

There's four or five, to great St Jaques bound, 

Already at my houſe, 
Hel. 1 humbly thank you: | 

Pleaſe it this matron, and this gentle maid 

To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 

Shall be for me; and to requite you further, 


4 will beſtow ſome precepts on this virgin 


Worthy the note. 7: ih 
Beth. We'll take your offer kindly. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


— * 


| Enter BER IRAM, and te two French "Fares. 2 


1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to'r; let him 
have his way. 

2 Lord, If your lordſhip find him not a hilding, hold 
me no more in your reſpect. | 

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble, | 

Ber. Do you think I am fo far deceiv'd in him ? 

1 Lord. Believe it my lord, in mine own direct know- 
ledge, without any malice, but to ſpeak of him as my 


kinſman; he's a mol? notable coward, an infinite and 


— 


endleſs liar, an hourly promiſe- breaker, the owner of no 
one good quality worthy your lordſhip's entertainment. 
2 Lord. It were fit you knew him; leſt, repoſing too 

far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at ſome 
great and truſty buſineſs, in a main danger, fail you. 
Ber. 1 would I knew in what particular action to try 
him. 14 

2 Lord. None better than to let him feteh off his drum, 


which you hear him ſo confidently undertake to do. 


1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will ſuddenly 
furpriſe him; ſuch I will have, whom, I am ſure, he 
knows not from the enemy: we will bind and hood- 
wink him fo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he 
is carried into the leaguer of the adver ſaries, when. we 
bring him to our own tents: Be but your lordihip. pre- 
fent at his examination; if he do not, for the promiſe of 
- His life, and in the higheſt compulſion of baſe fear, offer 
to betray you, and deliver all the intelligence in his power 
againſt you, and that with the divine forfeit of his foul 
upon oath, never truſt my judgment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch his 
drum; he ſays he has a ſtratagem for't : when your lorg- 
ſhip ſees the bottom of his ſucceſs in't, and to what metal 
His counterfeit Jump of ore will be melted, if you give 
him not John Drum's entertainment, your Aclining Cale 


Bot be removed, Here he comes, i 


1 Euter 
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Enter PAROLLES. 


1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the hu- 
mour of his Gelign 3 oh him fetch pes his drum in wy 
hand. 
Ber. How now, e ee ? this drum ſticks ſorely in 
your dipoſition. 

2 Lord. A pox on't, let it- £05 "ts but a drum, 

Par. But a drum! Is't but a drum? A drum ſo loſt! 
There was an excellent command! to charge in with our 
Horſe upon our own wings, and to rend our own ſoldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed in the command 
of the ſervice; it was a diſaſter of war that Ceſar himſelf 
could not have FOTOS, if he had been there to com- 
mand, 

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fucceſs : 
ſome diſhonour we had in the loſs of that * but it is 
not to be recover'd. 

Har. It might have been recover'd. 


Ber. It might; but it is not now. 
Par. It is to be recover'd : but that the merit of ſervice 


is ſeldom attributed to the true and exact performer, I 
would have that drum or another, or hic jacet. 
Ber. Why, if you have a ſtomach to't, monſieur, if you 

think your myſtery in ſtratagem can bring this inſtrument 
of honour again into ifs native quarter, be magnanimous 


in the enterprize, and go on z. 1 will grace the attempt 
for a worthy exploit: if you ſpeed well in it, the duke ſhall 
© both ſpeak of it, and extend to you what further becoines 
his greatneſs, even to the utmoſt ne of your worthi- 
neſs. | 
-Par. By the hand of a ſoldier, I will undertake it. 
Ber. But you muſt not now ſlumber in it. | 
Par. I'll about it this evening; and will preſently op 
pen down my dillemma's, encourage myſelf in my certain- 
ty, put myſelf into my mortal preparation ; and, wy mid- 
night, look to hear further from me. 
Ber. May 1 be bold to acquaint bis grace, you are gone | 


about it ? 


Par, 
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Par. I know not what the ſucceſs will be, my lord; but 
the attempt 1 vow. 

Ber. I know thou art valiant; and, to the poſſibility 
of thy ſoldierſhip, will ſubſcribe for thee, Farewel. 

Par. I love not many words. : [ Exit, | 

I Lord. No more than a fiſh loves water.—ls not this- 
a ſtrange fellow, my. lord, that fo confidently ſeems to 
und rtake this buſineſs, which he knows is not to be 
done; damns himſelf to do, and dares better be damn'd 
than do't ? 

2 Lord. You do not know 8 my lord, as we do: 
certain it is, that he will ſteal himſelf into a man's fa- 
vour, and, for a week eſcape a great deal of diſcoveries: 
but when you find him out, you have him ever after. 

Ber. Why do you think, he Will make no deed at all 
of this, that ſo ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf unto ? 

2 Lord. None in the world; but return with an inven- 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable lies; but 
we have almoſt imboſs'd him, you ſhall ſee his fall to- 
night; for, indeed, he. is not for your lordſhip's reſpec, 

1 Lord. We'll make you ſome ſport with the fox, ere, 
we caſe him. He was firſt ſmok' d by the old lord Lafeu: 
when his diſguiſe and he is parted, tell me what a ſprat 
you ſhall figd him; which you ſhall ſce, this very night. 

2 Lord l muſt go and look my twigs ; he ſhall be caught. 

Ber. Your brother, he ſhajl go along along with me. 

2 Lord. As't pleaſe your lordſhip. I'll leave you. 

[ Exit. 

Ber. Now. will I lead you to the houſe, and ſhew you 
The laſs I ſpoke of. . 

1 Lord. But you ſay, ſhe's honeſt. 5 

Ber. That's all the fault: 1 ſpoke with her but once, 
And found her wondrous cold; but I ſent to her, 

By this ſame coxcomb that we have i' the wind, 
Tokens and letters, which ſhe did re-ſend ; 

And this is all ] have done ; She's a fair creature; 

Will you go ſee her? | 

'2 Lord. With all my hearts my "A" »[ Exeunt. 


SCENE. 
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; 5 VP 


Florence. The Widow's Houſe. Enter HELENA, and Widow. 
Hel. If you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhe, 
know not how I ſhall aſſure you further; 
But 1 ſhall loſe the grounds I work upon. 
Wid. Tho' my eſtate be fallen, I was EO 
Nothing acquainted with theſe buſineſſes; 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any ſtaining act. | | 
Hel. Nor would I wiſh you. 
Firſt, give me truſt, the count he ismy fend; 7 
And, what to your ſworn council J have ſpoken, 
Is ſo, from word to word; and then you cannot, 
By the good aid that I of you ſhall ror, 
Err in beſtowing it. 
Wid. 1 ſhould-believe you ; ö 
For you have ſhew'd me that, which well * 
Vou are great in fortune. 8 
Hel. Take this purſe of gold, 
And let be buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which I will over-pay, and pay again — 
When I have found it. The gentle count he wooes your 
daughter, 
Lays down his wanton ſiege before her 6 
Reſolves to carry her; let her, in fine, 5 
As we'll direct her how 'tis beſt to bear it. 
Now his important blood will nought deny, 
That ſhe'll demand: A ring the county wears 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 
From ſon to ſon, ſome four or five deſeents, 
Since the firſt father wore it. This ring he holds 
In moſt rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire, 
To. buy his will, it would not ſeem too ur, 
Howe'er repented after. 
Wid. Now 1 ſee the bottom of van purpoſe. 
Hel. You fee it awful then. It is no more. 
| | But 


” 
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But that your daughter, ere ſhe ſeems as won, 
Defires this ring ; appoints him an encounter ; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the time, | 
Herſelf moſt chaſtely abſent; after this; 
To marry her, Ill add three thouſand chops 
To what is paſt already, 5 
Wid. I have yielded; : 
Inſtruct my daughter how ſhe ſhall perſevere,, 
That time and place, with this deceit ſo lawful, 
May prove coherent. Every night he comes 
With muſic of all ſorts, and ſongs compos'd 
To her unworthineſs: it nothing ſteads us 
To chide him from our eaves? for he perſiſts, 
As if his life lay on't. 
Hel. Why then, to-night _ 
Let us aſſay our plot; which, if it ſpeed. 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed; 
And lawful meaning in a lawful ad; | 
Where both not ſin, and yet a ſinful fact. 
But let's about it.  [Exeunts 


ACT IV. SNN 


Part of the French Camp in Florence, Enter one of the French 
ve Lords, with five or /ix Soldiers in Ambuſh, 


Lord. 
H: can come no other way but by this hedge corner: 


When you ſally upon him, ſpeak what terrible language 


you will; though you underſtand it not yourſelves, no 


matter; for we muſt not ſeem to underſtand him, unleſs 


ſome one amongſt us, whom we muſt produce for an inter- 
preter ; : 
Sol. Good captain, let me be the enter 
Lord Art not acquainted with hum? knows he not thy 
ve? ,— + 885 
; | Sol» 
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Fol. No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord, But what linſey MN, haſt thou to 1 ſpeak to 
us as again? 

Sol. Even ſuch as you ſpeak to me. 

Lord. He muſt think us ſome band of ſtrangers i i? the 
adverſary's entertainment. Now he hath a ſmack of all 
neighbouring languages; therefore we muſt every one 
be a man of his own fancy, not to know, what we ſpeak 
one to another; fo we ſeem to know, is to know ſtraight 
our purpoſe ;- chough's language, gabble enough, and 
good enough. As for you, interpreter, you muſt ſeem 
very politic, But couch, ho! here he comes: to begnile 
two hours in a ſleep, and then- to return- and "ne the 


lies he forges. 


Enter PAROLLES: 

Per. Ten o'clock : within theſe three hours *twill be 
time enough to go home, What ſhall I ſay I have 
done? It muſt be a very plauſtve invention that carries 
it. They begin to ſmoke me; and diſgraces have of 
late knock'd too often at my door. I find, my tongue 
is too fool-hardly; but my heart hath the fear of Mars 
before it, and- of his creatures, not daring the n of 
niy tongue. 

Lord. This is the firſt truth chat eber thine own tongue 
was guilty of. 5 5 [ Afrde. 

Par. What the devil ſhould move me to undertake the 
recovery of this drum; heing not ignorant of the impof- 
ſiblility, aad knowing 1 had no ſuch purpoſe? I muſt give 
myſelf ſome hurts, and ſay I got them in exploit: yet 
ſlight ones will not carry it. They will ſay, came you 
off with ſo little? and great ones I dare not give; Where- 
fore? what's the inſtance ? Tongue, I maſt put you into a 
butter-woman's mouth, and buy another of Bajazet's 


5 mule, if you prattle me into theſe perils. 


Lord. Is it poſſible he ſhould know what he is, and be 


that he is? Aſide. 
Par. | would, the cutting of my garments would ferve 


the turn, or the breaking of my Spaniſh word. 
Terd. We cannot afford you ſo. [Aide 
5 | £P 47. | 
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Par. Or the baring of my beard; and to 280 it was in 
Hratagem. 8 


Tord. Twould not do. [Alide. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and ſay, I es 

Lord. Hardly ſerve, 4 [ Afede. 

Par. Though! ſwore I TSR from the window 1 the | 
Citadel= | 

. Lord. How deep? * 14 2 


Par. Thirty fathom. 

Lord. Three great oaths would ſcarce make that be be- 
liev'd, [A/de. 

Par. 1 would, 1 had any n of the enemies; 1 would 
wear, I recover'd it. 


Lord. Y ou ſhall hear one anon. [ A/ide, 
Par. A drum now of the enemies! [ Alarum within. 


Lord. Throcamovonſus, cargo, cargo, cargo. 
All. Crago, crago, villianda pat corbo, cargo. | 
Par. Oh! ranſom, ranſom ;—do not hide mine eyes. 

{ They ſeize him and — bim. 

Inter. Beſtos tbromul do boſtos. 

Par. I know you are the Muſko's regiment. 

And I ſhall loſe my life for want of language. 

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 

Italian, or French, let him ſpeak to me, . 
Ill diſcover that which ſhall undo the Florentine. | 

Inter. Boſtos vauvado ; m—_— 

I underſtand thee, and can ſpeak thy comb. — 
 Kerelybonto : Sir, 
Betake thee to thy faith, for ſeventeen pomuards 
Are at thy boſom, 
Par. Oh! 
Tater, Oh, pray, pray, pray. 
Mancſa revania dulche. 

Lord. Ofceoribi dulchos volivorco. 

Inter. The general is content to ſpare thee yet; 
And, hood-winkt as thou art will lead thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply, thou may 'ſt inform 
gomething to ſave thy life. 

Har. Oh let me live, 
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And all the ſecrets ef our camp I ſhew, 
Their force, their purpoſes : nay, I'll ſpeak _ 
Which you will wonder at. | 
Tater. But wilt thou faithfully ? 
Par. If I do not, damn me. 
Inter. Acordo liuta. 5 1 5 
Come on, they: art granted ſpace, [Exit wvith PAR. 
[4 ort alarum withins 
Lord. Go, tell the count Rouſillon and my brother 
We have caught the woodcock, and will m___ him muf- 
fled 
Till we do hear from them. 
Sol. Captain, I will. 
Tord. He will betray. us all unto ourſelves, 
Inform * em that. | 
Sol. So I will, Sir. 
Lord. Till then I'll 2 * dark, and galely lockt. 
{ Exeunt. 


* YT wa. Bins. ts * * * r 3d 


SCENE 17. 


The Widow's Houfe. Enter BERTRAM FR Diana. 


Ber. They told me that your name was Fontibell. 
Dia. No, my good lord, Diana. 
Ber. Titled goddeſs, 
And worth it with addition! But, fair foul, ; 
In your fife frame hath love no quality? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument: 
hen you are dead, you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ſtern ; 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was, 
When your ſweet ſelf was got, | 
Dia. She then was hoveſt: 
Ber. 80 ſhould you Ds. 
Dia. No. | | 
My mother did but duty ; ſuch, my lord, 
As you owe to your wife. 


T Ber. 
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Ber. No more of that - 
I pr'ythee, do not ſtrive againſt my vows : 
I was compelld to her; but I love thee 
By love's own ſweet acai. and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſervice. 

Dia. Ay, ſo you lerve us, 

Till we ſerye you: but when you have our r roſes, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourſelves, 

And mock us with our bareneſs. 

Ber. How have 1 ſworn ? 
Dia. *Tis not the many oaths that make the truth, 

But the plain ſingle vow, that is vow'd true. 

What is not holy, that we ſwear not bides, 

But take the Higheſt to witneſs : Then, pray you tell cus; 
Tf I ſhould ſwear by Jove's great attributes 
I lov'd you dearly,' would you believe my oaths, 

When I did love you ill ? this has no holding, 
To ſwear by him whom I protelt to love, 
That I will work againſt him. Therefore your oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions but unſeal'd; 
At leaſt, in my opinion. | 

Ber. Change it, change it : 
Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is holy; 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with: Stand no more off, 
But give thyſelf unto my ſick deſire, 

Who then recovers. . Say, thou art mine; ado ever 
My love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſevere. | 
Dia. 1 ſee, that men make hopes in ſuch affairs 

That we'll forſake ourſelves. Give me that ring. 
Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 

To give it from me. | 
Dia. Will you not, my lord? 

Ber. It is an honour longing to our houſe, 

Bequeathed down from many anceſtors ; 

Which were the greateſt e 1 the world 

In me to loſe. 
Dia. Mine honour's ſuch a ring : 

My chaſtity's the jewel of our houſe, 3 
Vol. III. M Bequeathed 
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Bequeathed down from many anceſtors; 8 
Which were the greateſt obloquy i' the world 
In me to loſe. Thus your own proper wiſdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Againſt. your vain aſſault. 
Ber. Here, take my ring : | 
My houſe, mine honour, yea, my lie be * 


And PI] be bid by thee. 
Dia. When midnight comes, _—_— at my chamber 
window z | 


I'll order take, my mother mall not hear. 
Now will I charge you in the band of tr uth, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor ſpeak to me : 
My reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall know them, 
When back again this ring ſhall be deliver'd: 
And on your finger, in the night, I'll put 
Another ring ; that, what in time procceds, 
May token to the future our paſt deeds. 
Adieu, till then; then, fail not: You have won 
A wife of me, tho' chere my hope be done. 
Ber. A en on party I have won by wooing thee. 
| [EZ xit, 
Dia. For which live W to 0 1 heaven and me! 
You may ſo in the end. | 
My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 
As if the fat in his heart; ſhe ſays, all men 
Have the like oaths : he had ſwern to marry me 
When his wife's dead; therefore VIl ly with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braid, 
Marry that will, PI live and die a maid : 
Only, in this diſguiſe, I think't no fin 
To cozen him, that would unjuſtly win. [Exit 


- we As 


1 
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SCENE III. 


The 8 camp. Feter e . ®, rench Lords and 
t2vo or three Soldiers. 


I Tord. Fon have not given hum his mother's 1560 ? 
5 2 Lord. 
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2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour ſince: there is 
fomething in't that ſtings his nature; for, on the — 
it, he chang'd almoſt into another man. * 

1 Lord. He has much worthy, blarge laid upon him for 
ſhaking off fo good a wife, and ſo ſweet a lady. 

2 Lord. Eſpecially, he hath incurred the everlaſting diſ- 
pleaſure of the king, who had even tun'd his bounty to 
fing happineſs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you 
ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

I Lord. When you have ſpoken it. tis dead, and I am 
the grave of it, 

2 Lord. He hath Nerv a young gentle woman bere 
in Florence, of a moſt chaſte renown ; and this night he 
fleſhes his will in the ſpoil of her honour : he hath given 
Her his monumental ring, and thinks himſelf made in the 

unchaſte compoſition, | 

I Tord. Now God delay our rebellion; as we are our- 
ſelves, what things are we? 

2 Lord. Meerly our own traitors. And, as in the com- 
mon courſe of all treaſons, we {till fee them reveal theme 
ſelves, till they attain to their abhorr'd ends; ſo he, that 


in this action contrives againſt his on en in his 


proper ſtream o'erflows himſelf. 
r Lord. ls it not meant damnable in us to be the 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We Hal not then. 


'have his company. to-night ? 
2 Lord. Not til after midnight; for he is dicted to his 


hour. 
I Tord. That e apace: I would gladly have 


him ſee his company anatomiz d; that he might take a 


meaſure of his own judgment, wherein ſo 3 he 


hath ſet this counterfeit. 
2 Tord. We will not meddle with him, till he come; 
for his preſence muſt be the whip of the other. X 
T Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of theſe wars? 
2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of peace, 
1 Lord. Nay, I aſſure you, a peace-concluded. 
2 Lord. What will count Rouſillon do then? will he 
travel higher, or return again into Frunce? 


8 N22 I Tord. 
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I Tor. I perceive by this demand, you are not a 
gether of his council. 

2 Lord, Let ir fir? ſo ſhould I. be 1 
deal of his act. 

1 Tord. Sir, his wife ſome two e fince fled from 
his houſe; her pretence is a pilgrimage to St Faques 
Je Grand; which holy undertaking, with moſt auſtere 
fanctimony, ſhe accompliſh'd : and there reſiding, the 
tenderneſs of her nature became as a prey to her grief; 
in fine, made a groan of her laſt breath, and now ſhe ſings 
in heaven. : 

2 Lord. How is this juſtified 3 ? 

1 Lord. The ſtronger part of it by her own letters; 
Which makes her flory true, even to the point of her 
death : her death itſelf (which could not be her office to 
Lay, is come) was faithfully confirm'd by the rector of the 


place | 
2 Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence? 21 


1 Tord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the verity. | 
2 Lord. I am heartily ſorry, that he'll be glad of this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, ſometimes, we make us com- 
forts of our loſſes ! | 

2 Lord. And how mightily, e Aber times, we 
drown our gain in tears! the great dignity, that his va- 
Jour hath here acquired for him, ſhall at home be encoun- 
ter'd with a ſhame as ample. 

I Tord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, good 

and HI together: our virtues would be proud, if our 

faults whipp'd them not; and our crimes would deſpair, 

af they were not cheriſh'd by our virtues, 2 
Enter à Servant. 

How now ? where's your maſter ? 

Ser. He met the duke in the ſtreet, Sir, of whom he 
hath taken a ſolemn leave: his lordſhip will next morn- 
ing for France. 'The duke hath offered him letters of 
commendations to the king. 

2 Lord. They ſhall be no more chan needful there, if 
n were more than _ can commend, 33 
: | Enter 
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| Enter Be RTRAÄ M. 

© x Lord. They cannot be too ſweet for the king? s tart- 
neſs. Here's his lordſhip now, How now, my lord, ist 
not after midnight ? | 

Ber. J have to-night Abate ſixteen bnſineſſes, a_ 
month's length a- piece, by an abſtract of ſucceſs : I have 
congied with the duke, done my adieu with his neareſt; 
buricd a wife, mourn'd for her; writ to my lady mo- 
ther, I am returning; entertain'd my convoy; and, be- 
tween theſe main parcels of diſpateh, effected many nicer 
deeds: the laſt was the greateſt, but that I have not end- 

ed yet. 

2 Lord. If the buſineſs be of any difficulty, and this 
morning your departure hence, it requires haſte of your 
lordſhip. 

Ber, 1 mean, the buſinefs is not ended, as fearing to 
hear of it hercafter. But ſhall we have this dialogue 
between the fool and the ſoldier ? Come, dring forth this 
counterfeit module ; he has deceiv'd me, like a double- 
meaning propheſier. | 

2 Lord. Bring him forth: He has ſat in' the ſocks all 
night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter; his heels have deſerv'd it, in uſurping 
his ſpurs ſo long. How does he carry himſelf: *-7 

1 Lord. 1 have told your lordihip already: the ſtocks 
carry him But to anſwer you as you would be under- 
ſtood : he weeps like a wench that had ſhed her milk + 
he hath confeſs'd himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes 
to be a friar, ſron the time of his remembrance to this 
very inſtant diſa”,” of his ſitting i the „ at. 10 bak, 
think you, he hath confeſt? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ? 

1 Lord. His confeiſion is taken, and it ſhall be read to 
his face; if your lordſhip be in't, as, I believe you are, 
I muſt have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter Soldiers with PAROLLES. 

Ber. A plague upon him! mufit:d he can fay nothing 
of me; huſh! huſh! | 
. 1 Tord 
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1 Tord. Hoodman come: Partetareſſa. 

Inter. He calls for the tortures ; What, 2 you _ 
without em: 

Par. 1 will confeſs what I know without conſtraint ; ; if 
ye pinch me life a paſty, I can * no more. 

Inter. Beſto Cbimurcbo. 

2 Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurca. | 
Inter. You are a merciful general. Our general bids 
you anſwer to what I ſhall aſk you out of a note. 

Par. And truly, as 1 hope to live. 
inter. Fi demand of him, "bow many hoſe the duke js 

Prong. What ſay you to that ? 

Par. Five or ſix thouſand ; but very weak and unſer- 
„ : the troops are all r d, and the comman- 
ders very poor rogues; upon my e and credit, 
and as IJ hope to live. | £ 

Inter. Shall 1 ſet down 1 your anſwer ſo ? £34 

Par. Do; VIl take the ſacrament on't, how and which 
way you will: all's one to him. 

Ber. What a paſt- ſaving ſlave is this! 

1 Lord. You are deceiv'd, my lord; this is monſieur 
Parrolles, the gallant militariſt (that was his own phiaſe) 

„that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his ſcarf, 
and the praRice in the chape of his dagger. 

2 Lord. Lwill never truſt a man again for keeping his 
ford clean ; nor believe, be can have every thing in bim, 
dy wearing, his apparel neatly. 

Inter. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par. Five or ſix thouſand horſe I faid (I will ſay true} 2 
or thereabouts, ſet down, for II ſpeak truth in this, 

I Lerd, He's very near the truth in this. . 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he 
delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, ſay. 

' Znter. Well, that's ſet down. 

Par. 1 humbly thank you, Sir ; tes 8 a truth, the 

rogues are marvellous poor. 
Inter. Demand of bim, of what Hani they area Noot. 
Nur you to that? _ | | 
We Par 
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Par. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live this preſent 
hour, I will tell true. Let me ſee: Spurio a hundred 


and fifty, Sebaſtian ſo many, Corambus ſo many, Jaques : 


ſo many; Guiltan, Coſmo, Lodowick, and Grati, two 
hundred and fifty each; mine own company, Chitopher, 
Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred and fifty each : fo that 
. the muſter file, rotten and ſound, upon my life amounts 
not to fifteen thouſand poll; half of the which dare not 
ſhake the ſnow from off their ay In 820 ar Pt ſhake them 
ſelves to pieces. 

Ber. What ſhall be Jens to him? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. Demand 
of himmy conditions, and what credit Ihave with the duke. 
Inter. Well, that's ſet down. Tou ſball demand of him, 


.vhether one captain Dumain be i the camp, a Frenchman + 
what his reputation is with the duke, what his valeur, bonefly, 


and expertneſs in war; er whether be think's it were not paſſi- 
ble xwith well-wweighing ſums of gold to corrupt bim to a revolt. 
What ſay you to this? what do you know of it? 

Par, I beſeech you, let me auſwer to the particular of 
the interrogatories. Demand them ſingly. 

Zuter. Do you know this captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him: he was a botcher's prentice in Pa- 
ris, from whence he was whipp'd for getting the ſheriff's 
fool with child; a dumb innocent, that could not ſay 
nim, zay. [Dumain lifts up bis hand in Anger. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands; tho I 
know his brains are forfcit to the next tile that falls. 

Inter. Well, is this capta in in * duke of Florence 8 
camp? 

Pay. Upon my knowledge, he is, and louſy. 

x Lord. Nay, look not ſo upon me; we ſhall hear of 
your lordſhip anon. 

Inter. What is his reputation with the duke? 

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poor offi- 
cer of mine, and writ to me the other day to turn him 
out o'the band. I think, I have his letter in my pocket. 
Inter. Marry, we'll ſearch, 


Far. In good ſadneſs, I do not 1 ; either it is there, 


or 


— 
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or it is upon the file, with the duke's other letters i in wy 
tent. 

Tater, Here tis; hens! Sa paper, ſhall [ read it to you? 7 
Par. I do not know, if it be it, or no. ; 
Ber. Our Interpreter does it it well. 

I Lord. Excellently. 

Inter. Dian. The counts a fool, Dey full of gold. 
Par. That is not the duke's letter, Sir; chat is an ad- 


vertiſement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, to 
take heed of the allurement of one count Rouſillon, a 


fcoljth idle boy, but, for all that, very iruttiſh, a you, 
Sir, put it up again. 

Liter. Nay, I'll read it firſt, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in't, | proteſt, was very honeſt in 
the behalf of the maid : for I knew the young count to 
be a dangergus and laſcivious boy, who is a whale ta 
virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

Ber. Damnable ! both ſides rogue. 


Interpreter reads the Letter, 


When he fevears oaths, bid him drop gold, and tale it. 
After be ſcores, be never pays the ſeore : 

Half Gn, bs match well made; match, and well make it: 
He neer pays after-delts ; ; tale it before : 

And ſay, a ſoldier (Dian) told thee this : 

Men are to mell with, boys are but to hiſs. 

For, count of this, the count's a fool, 1 know it; 

H by pays before, but not *vhen he does owe it. 


* 


Tine, as he wow'd to thee in thine ear, 


 PAROLLES, 


Ber. He ſhall be whip'd thro! the army with this rhime 
in his forchead. 

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, Sir, the ananifold 
linguiſt, and the armi-potent ſoldier, 

Ber. | could endure any thing before but a cat, and 


now he s a cat to me. 
Tater: 
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Inter. I perceive, Sir, by the generals looks, we = 
be fain to hang you 
Par, My life, Sir, in any cafe: not that I am afraid to 
die; but that my offences heing many, I would repent 
out the remainder of nature. Let me live, Sir, in a dun- 
geon, i' the ſtocks, any where, ſo I may live. 
Inter. We'll ſay what may be done, ſo you confel 
freely ; therefore, once more, to this captain Dumain : 
you have anſwer'd to his reputation with the W and 
to his valour: What is he honeſtly ? . 

Par. He will ſteal, Sir, an egg out of a cloiſter; for 
rapes and raviſhments he parallels Neſſus. He profeſſes 
no keeping of oaths; in breaking them he is ſtronger 
than Hercules. He will lie, Sir, with ſuch volubility, 
that you would think truth were a fool : drunkenneſs is 
his beſt virtue; for he will be ſwine drunk; and in his 
ſleep he does little harm, ſave te his bed- clothes about 
bim; but they know his conditions, and lay him in- ſtraws. 
I have but little more to ſay, Sir, of his honeſty ; he has 
every thing that an honeſt man ſhould not have; what an 
honeſt man ſhould have, he has nothing. 

I Lord. | begin to love him for this, 

Ber. For this deſcription of. thine honeſty ? a pox p- 
on him for me, he is more and more a cat | 

Inter. What ſay you to his expertneſs in war? 

Par. Faith, Sir, he has led the drum before the Engs 
lth tragedians : to belie him, I will nat: and more of 
his ſoldierſhip I know not; except, in that. country, he 
had the honour to be the officer at a place there call'& 


Mile-end, to inſtru for the doubling of files. I would _ . 


do the man what honour I can, but of this I am not cer- 

tain. 

x Lord. He hath out-villain'd villany ſo far, that the 
rarity redeems him. ; 

Ber. A pox on him! he's a cat ſtill, 

Inter. His qualities being at this poor price, I need not 
to aſk you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt? 

Par Sir, for a quart d'ecu he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 


kis ſalvation, the inheritance of it; * cut the entail 
from 


DD 
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from all remainders, and a perpetual ſi acceſſion for it per- 
petually. by 

Inter. What's his brother, the other captain Dumain? 3 

2 Lord. Why does he aſk him of me? 1 

PO AR What's he? 72. 2er + 23 : ; 8 

Pay, Eben a crow of the ſame neſt; not Mevpcther ſo 
great as the firſt in goodneſs, but greater a great deal in 
evil. He excels his brother for a coward, yet his brother 
is reputed one of the beſt that is. In a retreat, he out - 
runs any lacquey ; mar ry, in coming on he has che cranmp. 
Inter. If your life be ſaved, will FR undertake to be- 
tray the Elorentine ?- 

Par. Ay, and the captain of bis WIE count bundlen 

Inter. I'Il erg e WO the peer, and SHOW his _ 
fare... 

Par. Vil no more dried a purer of alt drums! 
Only to feenf to deſerve well, and to beguile the Tuppoſt- 
tion of that laſcivious young boy the count, have 1 run. 
into this danger : Yet, who would have ſuſpected an 
ambuſh where I was taken, | [Afides 

Inter There is yo remepy Sir, but you muſt die: the 
general ſays, you, that have fo traitorouſly diſcovered the 
fecrets of your army, and made ſuch peſtiferous reports 
of men very nobly held, can ſerve the world for no very 
honeſt uſe; therefore you muſt die. «roots nn, 
off with his head. 

Har. O. Lord, Sir, let me live, or let me ſee my death 

| Zoter; That ſhall you, and 2 your leave of all your 
friends. 7 * [Unbinding Dim. 

So, look ads you; know you any here ? 

Ber. Good-morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lord. God bleſs you, captain Parolles. 

I Tard. God fave you, noble captain. 

2 Lora Captain, what greeting will you to my lord 
Lafeu? I am for France. 

I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy of that | 
ſame ſonuet you writ to Diana in behalf of the count 
Rouſillon? if | were not a very coward,” * compel it of 
you; but fare you well. [ Exeuut. 

; Inter. 
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Iuzer. You are undone, n all but youy ſcarf; that 


has a knot on't yet, 
Par. Who cannot be cruſh'd with a plot ? a 
Inter. If you can find out a country where but women 


were that had received ſo much ſhame, you might begin 


an impudent nation. Fare you well, Sir; I am for 

France too; we ſhall ſpeak of you there. [Ext. 
Par. Yet am I thankful. If my heart were great, 

*Twould burſt at this. Captain I'I be no mere; 

But I will eat and drink, and fleep as ſoft, 

As captain ſhall : ſimply the thing 1 am | 

Shall make me live, Who knows himſelf a 1 


Let him fear this; for it will come to paſs,, + 
That every braggart ſhall be found an aſs. . 
Ruſt, ſword | cool, bluſhes! and, Parolles, live | 

Safeſt i in ſhame! being fool'd, by foolery thrive! _ + 

There's place and means for every man alive. 

FI after them. „ | [ Exits 

25 SCENE 2 | : 


c 10 the W TR 's Hose at 1 Enter HER Lx - 
: + NA, Widow, and DAN A. 


Hel. That you may well perceive I have not wrong 0 


you, 

One of the greateſt in the Chriſtian world 

Shall be my ſurety; *fore whoſe throne, tis needful, 
Ere I can perfe& mine. intents, to kneel, 

Time was, I did him a defired office, 

Dear almoſt as his life; which gratitude 

Through flinty Tartar's boſom would peep forth, 
And anſwer thanks. I duly am inform'd 

His Grace is at Marſeilles; to which place 

We have convenient convoy. You mult know, 
Jam ſuppoſed dead: the army breaking, 

My huſband hies him home; where, heaven aiding, 
And by the leave of my good lord the king, 

We'l be, before our Welcome, 


Wide 


— —— — — — 
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Mid. Gentle madam, m 
You never had a ſervant, to whoſe truſt 
Your buſineſs was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor you, miſtreſs, 


Ever a friend whoſe thoughts mere ar abode 


To recompence your love: doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's earn bY ; 


As it hath fated her to be my motive 


/ 


And helper to a huſband. | But, O ſtrange men ! { 
That can ſuch {weet uſe make of what they hate, 
When ſaucy truſting of the cozen'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night! ſo luſt doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away : 
But more of this hereafter: Lou, Dian, ; 
Under my poor inſtructions yet muſt ſuffer | 
Something in my behalf. 2 5 

Dia. let death and honeſty 
Go with your impoſitions, I am your's 


Upon your will to ſuffer, 


Hel. Yet, | pray ou: 
But with the word, the time will 88 on ſummer, 
When briars ſhall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp. We muſt away); 
Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revives us; 
All's well that ends wwell ; ſtill the fine's the crown; 
Whate'er the "—_ the end is the renown, . T Exennt, 


——_— 


8 


SCENE V. 


Roufillon. Enter Counteſs, Larkv, and Clown, 
Lof. No, no, no, your fon was miſled with a ſuipt- 
taffata fellow there; whoſe villanous ſaffron would have 
made ail the unbak'd and doughty youth of a nation in 
tis colour. Your daughter-in-law had been alive at this 
hour ; and your ſon here at home, more advanced by the 
kirg than by that red-tail'd humble bee I ſpeak of. | 
Count, 1 would T 18 not known him! it was the death 
i S of 
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of the moſt virtuous gentlewoman that ever nature had 
praiſe for creating : if ſhe had partaken of my fleſh, ard 
coſt me the deareſt groans of a mother, I could not have 
owed her a more rooted love, | 

. Laf®* Twas a good lady, twas a wha) fake. We may 
pick a thouſand ſallets, ere we light on ſuch another herb. 

Clo. Indeed, Sir, ſhe was the las: ponies of the 
fallet, or rather the:herb of grace. 

Taf. They are not ſallet-herbs, you n they are 
noſc-herbs. 5 

(i. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, 1 have not 
much ſkill in graſs. 

Ta, Whether doſt thou profeſs tary a knave or a 
fool? 

Clo. A fool, Sir, at a woman's ſervice; and a e at 
a man's. 

Zaf. Your diſtinction ? 

Clo. I would cozen the man of bis wiſe, and do his ſer- 
vice. 

Laf. So you were a knave at his ſervice, indeed, 

Clo. And 1 would give his wife my bauble, Sir, to do 
her ſervice. 

Laf. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both knave and 
Fool. 

Clo. At your ſervice. 

Taf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot ” AY you, 1 can ſerve as 
great a prince as you are. 
Taf. Who's that? a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith, Sir, he has an Engliſh. name; but his e phif. 
onomy is more hotter in France than there. 

Laf. What prince 1s that? 

Clo. The black prince, Sir; alia, hs prince of Jark- 
neſs ; alias the devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purſe : I give thee not t this 
to ſeduce thee from thy mater thou talk'ſt of; ſerve him 
Kill, 

_ Cla. 1 am a woodland fellow, Sir, aac always lov? 4 2 


| great fire; and the _ 1 ſpeak of ever kceps a good 
_ VoL. III. N tire 
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fire. But, fure, he is the prince of the world, let his no- 
bility remain in's court. Jam for the houſe with the 
narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to en. 
ter: ſome, that humble themſelves, may; but the many 
will be too chill and tender: and they'll be for the flowe- 
ry way that leads to the broad gate, and the great fire. 
ZL Go thy ways, 1 begin to be a-weary of thee; and 
I tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall out with 
thee. Go thy ways; let my horſes: be well look'd to, 
without any tricks, _ 
Cb. If I put any tricks upon 'em, Sir, they ſhall be 
jades' tricks; which are their own right by the law of 
mature. l Exit. 
Zaf. A ſhrewd knave, and an 1 

Count So he is. My lord, that's gone, made himſelf 

much ſport. out of him: by his authority he remains 
here, which he thinks is a patent for his ſaucineſs; and, 
Indeed, he has no pace, but runs where he will. 

Loaf. I like him well; *tis not amiſs: and I was about 
to tell you, ſince I kiegrd of the good lady's death, and 
that'my lord your fon was up his return home, I mov'd 
the king my maſter to ſpeak in the behalf of my daugh- 
ter; which, in the minority of them both, his majeſty, out 
of a ſelf-gracious remembrance, did firſt propoſe: his 
highneſs has promis'd me to do it; and, to ſtop up the 
diſpleaſure he hath conceiv'd againſt your ſon, there is 
no fitter matter. How does your ladyſhip like it? 

Count. With very much content, my lord; and I wiſh 
it happily effected. 

Laf. His higbneſs comes poſt from Maxſeilles, of as 
able a body as when he numher'd thirty; he will be here 
to-morrow, or I am-decciv'd by him that in ſuch intellis 

- gence hath ſeldom fail'd. 
Count. It rejoices me that, I hope, 1 ſhall ſee him ere 1 
die. I have letters that my ſon will be here to- night: 
I ſhall beſeech your loreſhip to remain with me * Ty 
meet together. 
Laf. Madam, I was thirking | WR what manners I 


8 2 oY nee 
Count. 
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Count. You nced but plead: your honourable privilege, 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; but, 
1 thank my God, it holds yet. 

| Enter Clogun. 

Clo. 0 madam, yonder's my lord your ſon with a patch 
of velvet on's face: whether there be a ſcar under't, or 
no, the velvet knows: but tis a goodly patch of velvet: 
his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a half, but his 
right cheek is. worn bare. 

"Cult: A ſcar nobly got, or ext fears" a good: lis 
very of honour. So, belike, is that. 

Cle. But it is your carbonado'd face. 

La,. Let us {ee your fon, I pray vou: I long to talk 
with the young noble ſoldier. 

Cla, Faich, there's a dozen of 'em with delicate fine 
hats, and moſt courteous feathers, which bow the” head, 
and OE” at e | [ Zxeunt. 


— 
OY = 


ACT P. 22! . 


The Court of France at M arſcilles. 2 nter Hs LENA, Wis 
dow, and DIANA, with too Altendauti. 


Halen. 


Bor this exceeding poſting, day and night, 
Muſt wear your ſpirits low ; we cannot, help it; 
Nut ſince you have made the days and nights as one, 
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs, 
Be bold, you do fo grow in my requital, 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy tim 
| | Enter a Gentleman, _ 
This man may help me to his majeſty's ear, 
If he would ſpend his power, God ſave y on, Sir. 
Gent. And you. | 
cl. Sir, I have ſeen you in the Court of France. 7 


Gent. | have been ſometimes three... 
Hel. I do preſume, Sir, that you are not fallen 
| |  N3 From 
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From the report that goes upon your goodneſs; 
And, therefore, goaded with moſt ſharp occaſions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The uſe of your own virtues, for the which 
1 ſhall continue thankful = 
Gent. What's your will? 
Hel. That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor petition to the king; 
And aid me with that ſtore of power you have, 
To come into his preſence. 
Gent. The king's not here. 
Hel. Not here, Sir? 
Gent. Not, indeed. 
He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more bade . 
Than. is his uſe. . | 
mid. Lord, how we loſe our pains! 
Hel. All's well that ends well, yet; 
Tho? time ſeems ſo adverſe, and means unſit.— 
I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 
Gent, Marry, as I take-it, to Rouſillon, 
Whither I am going. 
Hel. J beſeech you, Sir, 
Since you are like to ſee the king before me, 
Commend this Paper to his gracious hand 
Which, I' preſume, ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I will come after you, with what good ſpeed 
Our means will make us mcans. 
Gent. This Pll do for you. 
Hel. And you ſhall find yourſelf to be well thank'd, 
Whate'er falls more, We muſt to horſe again. > 
Go, go, , f | [Exeunt; | 


*. 


SCENE £4 


 Roufillon, Enter Chu and 1 


Par. Good Mr Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu this let- 
ter: 1 have ere now, Vit, been, better known to you, 
33 when 
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when 1 have held familiarity with freſher clothes; but l 


am now, Sir, muddied in fortune's moat, and ſaneil ſome- 


what ſtrong. of her ſtrong diſpleaſure, 0 28 0 


Glo. Truly, fortune's diſpleaſure is but guttiſu, if it | 


ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak*{ of: Iwill henceforth eat 
no fiſh of fortune's buttering.  Pr'ythee, allow the wind. 

Par. Nay, you need not to flop your nole, Sir; I ſpeak 
but by a metaphor. 

Cie. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor Rank, I will dap my 
noſe; or againſt any man's metaphor, Pr VIBE, get thee 
further. 

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. | 

Cloe. Foh ! priythee, ſtand away; a paper from ſortune” 8 
cloſe-ſtool, to sive to a nen Look, here he comes 
himſelf. 

Pr LAEEU, 


Here is a pur of fortune 3, Sir, or fortune's cat, (but not 


a muſk. cat). that hath fallen into the unclean fiſh-pond. of 
her diſpleaſure, and, as he ſays, is muddied withal. Pray 
you, Sir, uſe the carp as you may: for he looks like a 
poor, decay'd, ingenious, fool, raſcaily .knave, I do 
pity his diſtreſs in my 1 {miles of comfort, and leave him to 
your lord ſhip. [[. Exit Clarpp. 


Par. My lord, I am a man whom! fortune hach _ 


ſcratch'd. 

Laf. And what would you have me to "Ga ? "ti too 
late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play d the 
knave with fortune, that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of 
herſelf is a good lady, and would not have knayes thrive 
long under her? There's a guart-d'ccu' for you: Let the 
Juſtices. make you and fortune few; 1 * for other 


buſineſs. 


Par. I beſeech y your r honour, to 1 a8 me ene gl: p 


word. 
Laf. You beg @ ſingle penny more. Came, 3 8 wan 
_- ha't ; ſave your word. 2-02 3 
Par. My name, my good lord, is enen 3-128 
Laf. You. beg more than one word then, Cox? my 
Pin give me your hand Ho does your drum? 
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| Par O my good lord, we were the firſt that found 
me. 
Laf Was I, in ſooth? ae 1 was * firſt that loſt thee. 
Par. It lies in you, my. lord, to m me in ſome grace, 


for you did bring me out. 


Laf. Out upon thee, knave! doſt thou put upon me at 


once both the office of God and the devil? one brings 


thee in grace, and the other brings thee out. [Sound 
2 rumpets. ] The king's coming, I know, by his trumpets. 


_ Sirrah, inquire - further after me; I had talk of you 


laſt night; tho' you are a fool and a ae you ſhall 
eat; go to, follow. 
Par. I praiſe God for vou. 1 eint. 


n 
" 
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SCENE III. 


Flouriſe. Enter King, Counteſs, dare the te F rench- | 


Lords, with Attendants. 


King. We loſt a jewel of her; and our r eſteem 


Was made much poorer by it: but your ſon, 


As mad in folly, lack d the ſenſe to know 


Her eſtimation home. 


Count. Tis paſt, my liege: 


And I beſeech your majeiſty to make it | | 
Natural rebellion, done i' the blade of youth, 7 


When oil and fire, too ſtrong for reaſon's force, 
O'erbears it, and burns on. 

| King. My honour'd lady, 
I have forgiven and forgotten all; 


Tho' my revenges were high bent : upon him, 
And watch'd the time to e | 


Laf. This I muſt ſay 


But firſt I beg my pardon—The young lord 
Did to his majeſty, his mother, and his lady, 
Offence of mighty note; but to himſelf =» 
The greateſt wrong of all. He loſt a wife, 
| Whoſe beauty did aſtoniſu the ſurvey _, 


— 


or 


* 
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Of richeſt eyes; whoſe words all ears took captive z -. 
Whoſe dear perfection, hear ts, that ſcorn'd to W 
Humbly call'd miſtreſs. | | 
King. Praiſing what is loſt, F 
Makes the remembrance dear. Wel. ea him nither; 
We are reconcil'd, and the firſt view ſhall kill, | 
All repetition : Let him not aſ our pardon. 
The nature of his great offence is dead, 
And deeper than oblivion we do bury + | 
The incenſing relicks of it. Let him approach, 
A. ſtranger, no offender; and inform him, 
So *tis our will be ſhould, ee 
Gen, | ſhall, my liege. 
King. What 'fays he to you daughter? Have you 
pos??? g 
Laf. All, that he is, hath . e to your bighneſs.. 5 
King. Then ſhall we have a nich. I DIVE lee, 
_ © ſent me. . | 
That ſet him high in fame. .. 
Enter BERTRAM. 
Laf. He looks well on't. 
_— I am not a day of ſeaſon, 
For thou may'it ſee a ſun-ſhine and a hail 
In me at once: But to the brighteſt beams 
Diſtracted clouds give way; ſo haps thou forth. 
The time is fair again. 
Ber. My high repented + ods 
Dear ſovereign, pardon to me, < 
King. All is whole; 
Not one word more of the r time. 
Let's take the inſtant by the forward top; 
For we are old, and on our quick'ſt decrees | 
The inaudible and noiſeleſs foot of time ' 
| Steals, ere we can effect them: You remember i 
The daughter of this lord ? „ | | 
; 
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Ber. Admiringly, my liege. At firſt 4 
I ſtuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
| Durſt make too bold a herald of my tongue: PEACH 
| Where the n ol mine eye enfixing, N 
7 | Comer | 
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Contempt his ſcornful perſpective did lend me, 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour; 
Scorn'd a fair colour, or expreſs'd it ftol'ng 
Extended, or contracted, all proportions 
To a moſt hideous object: Thence it came, 
That ſhe, whom all men prais'd, and whom myſelf, 
Since I have loft, have lov'd, was in mine eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 
King. Well excus' d: 
That thou doſt love her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away 
From the great compt: But love, that comes too late, 
Like a remorſeful pardon ſlowly carried, 
To the great ſender turns a ſour offence, 
Crying, That is good that is gone: our raſh faults. 
Make trivial price of ſerious things we have, 
Not knowing them, until we know their grave. 
Oft our diſpleaſures, to ourſelves unjuſt, 
Deſtroy our friends, and, after, weep their duſt : 
Our own love, waking, cries to ſee what's done, 
While ſhameful] hate fleeps out the afternoon. 
Be this ſweet Helen's knell, and now, forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin: 
The main conſents are had; and here we'll ſtay 
To ſee our widower's ſecond marriage-day. 
Count. Which better than the firſt, O dear heaven bleſs, 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceaſe ! 
Taf. Come on, my ſon, in whom my houſe's. name 
Muſt be digeſted : give a favour from you 
To ſparkle in the ſpirits of my daughter, 
That ſhe may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's dead, 
Was a ſweet creature: ſuch a ring as this 
The laſt that e' er ſhe took her leave at mo 
1 ſaw upon her finger. , 
Ber. Her's it was not. 
King Now, pray you, let me ſee it: For mine eye, 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was faſten'd to't. 
This ring was mine; and when I gave it Helen, 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever ſtood 


1 


Neceſſity d 
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Neceſlity'd to help, that by this token | 
would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her $ 
Ok what ſhould ſtead her moſt ? 1 
Ber. My gracious ſovereign, | 1 
Ho weber it pleaſes you to take it ſo; {h | 
The ring was never her's. | | 1 
Count. Son, on my life, 
I have ſeen her wear it; and ſhe reckon'd it 
At her life's rate. 
Taf. I am ſure, I ſaw her wear it. 
Ber. You are deceiv'd, my lord, ſhe never ſaw it, 
In Florence was it from a caſement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it: Noble ſhe was, and thought. 
I ſtood engag'd; but when I had ſubſcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully, 
I could not aaſwer in that courſe of honour 
As ſhe had made the overture, ſhe ceas'd- 
In heavy ſatisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. | | | * 
King. Plutus himſelf, 1 
That knows the tin& and multiplying ie | S 
Hath not in. nature's myftery more ſcience, 
Than I have in this ring. *Twas mine, 'twas Helen's; 
Whoever gave it you: Then, if you know, 
'That you are well acquainted with yourſelf, 
Conſefs twas her's, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the ſaints to ſurety; . 
That ſhe would never put it from her er e 
Unleſs ſne gave it to yourſelf in bed | 
(Where you have never come), or ſent it us. | 
Upon her great diſaſter, | 
Ber. She never ſaw it. 
King. Thou ſpeak'ſt it falſely, as J love mine honour; > 
And mak'ſt conjectural fears to come into me, 
Which] would fain ſhut out: If it ſbould prove 
That thou art fo inhuman—twill not prove ſo ;— 1 
And yet I know not: thou didſt hate her deadly, : * 
And ſhe is dead; which nothing, but to cloſe | 3 
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Her eyes myſelf, could win me to believe, | 
Marxe:than. tq-ſce this ring. Take him away, 
[ Guards ſeize BERTRAM. 


My fore-paſt envi; howe er the-matter fall, 


Shall tax my fears of little vanity, 
Having vainly fear'd too hittle.—- Away with him; 
ou ſift this-matter further. 

. Ber. If you, ſhall, prove, 
This ring was ever her's, you ſhall as eaſy. 
Prove that hufbanded her bed{in, Florence, 
Where yet ſhe never was. [ Exit BERTRAM guarded. 

"3p 4 Enter a Gentleman. 

King. 1 am wrap'd in diſmal thinkings. 

Gent, Gragious ſovereign, | 
Whether I have been, to-blame, or no, I known not : 
Here's a petition. from a Florentine, 
Who hath, ſome four or ſive removes, come a 
To tender it herſelf. I undertook it, 5 
Vanquiſh'd thereto by: the fair grace and ſpeech 
Of the poor ſuppliant, who by this, I know, - 
Is here attending: her buſineis looks in hen 


With an importing viſage; and: ſhe told me, 


In a ſweet verbal brief, it did concern 
Vaur highneſs with herſelf. 


The King reads a Letter. 


Upon bis n proteſiations to marry me, when. his wife 
zas dead, 1 blufhto ſay. it, he: ⁊uam me. Now tis. the count 
Roufillon a wwidewer,. bis vows are ferfeited to me, and my 
bonour's paid to him. He flole from Florence, taking. no leave, 
and 1 follow bim to this country for juſtice * Grant it me, O 
Ling! in you it beſt lies ; otherwiſe a * Nouriſbes, and a 


cor maid is undone.  DiaNAa CAPULET. 
Loaf, Twill buy me a fon-in-law' in a fairy, and talk for 
this. | 


I'll none of him. 
King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafens 
To bring forth this diſcovery. Seek theſe ſuitors: 


Go, ſpeedily, and bring again the count, 


Euter 
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Enter BERTRAM, guarded, 
Jam afraid, the life of Helen (lady), 


Was foully ſnatch dc. — 


Count. Now, juſtice on the doers ! 

King. | wonder, Sir, wives are fo monſtrous to you; 
And that you fly them as you fwear to them; 
Yet you deſire to marry. What woman's that: 

Enter a Widow, and DIANa. | 

Dia. Jam, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 2 
Derived from the ancient Capulet; 
My ſuit, as I do underſtand, you know, 
And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Mid Jam her mother, Sir, whoſe age and rn 
Both ſuffer under this complaint we bring, 
And both ſhall ceaſe, without your remedy. 


King. Come hither, count; do you know theſe women? 


Ber. My lord, I neither can, nor will, deny 
But that Iknow them: Do they charge me further? 
Dia. Why do you lobk ſo ſtrange upon your wite? is 
Ber. She's none of mine, my lord. 
Dia. If you ſhall marry, 
You give away this hand, and that is mine; OP 
You give away heaven's vows, and thoſe'are mine; 
You give away myſelf, which is known mine; 
For | by vow am ſo embodied your's, 
That ſhe, which marries you, muſt oy me, 
Either both, or none. | 
Laf. Your reputation comes too mort for my daughter, 
you are no huſband for her. [To BERTRAM. 
Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and deſperate creature, 
Whom ſometime I have laughed with; let your highneſs 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, 
Than for to think that I would ſink it here. i 
King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to friend, 
*Til! your deeds gain them : Fairer prove your honour, . 
Than in my thought it lies! | 
Dia. Good my lord, - 
Aſk him upon his oath, if he does think 
He had not my virginity, ä 


— 
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King. What ſay'ſt thou to her? 
Ber. She's impudent, my lord; 
And was a common gameſter to the camp. 
Dia. He does me wrong, my lord; if I were ſo, 
He might have bought me at a common price. 
Do not believe him. O, behold this ring, 
Whoſe high reſpect and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel: yet for all that, 
He gave it to a commoner o' the camp, 
If I be one. | : 
Count, He bluſhes, and *tis it: 
"Of ſix preceding anceſtors, that gem - 
Conferred by teſtament to the ſequent iſſue, 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife, 
That ring's a thouſand: proofs, x 
King, Methought, you faid, 
You ſaw one here in court could witneſs it. 
+ Dia. I did, my lord, but Joth am to produce 
So bad an inſtrument ; his name's Parolles. 
Laf. I ſaw the man to-day, if man he be. 
King. Find him, and bring him hither, 
Ber. What of him? 
He's quoted for a moſt perfidious ſlave, 
With all the ſpots o' the world tax'd and deboſh'd, 
Which nature ſickens with: but to ſpeak truth: 
Am lor that, or this, for what. he'll utter, 
That will ſpeak any thing? | 
King. She hath that ring of your's. 


— 
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Ber. I think, ſhe has; certain it is, I lik'd her, 


And boarded her i' the wanton way of youth: 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle for me, 
Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint; 
As all impediments in fancy's courſe, 

Are motives of more fancy : and in fine, 

Her inſuit coming with her modern grace, 

Subdued me to her rate: ſhe got the ring; 
And I had that, which any inferior might 

At market-price have bought, - | 

Dia, I muſt be patient; 


You, 
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Vou, that turn'd off a firſt ſo noble wiſe, 
May juſtly diet me. I pray you yet 
(Since you lack virtue, I will loſe a huſband), 
Send fo? your ring, I will return it home, 
And give me mine again, 
Ber. I have it not. 
King. What ring was.your's, I 1 you? 
Dia. Sir, much like 
The ſame upon your finger. 
King. Know you this ring? this ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed. 
King. The ſtory then goes falſe, you threw it him 
Out of a caſement, 
Dia. I have ſpoke the truth. 
Enter PAROLLES, 
Ber. My lord, I do confeſs, the ring was her's. 
King. You boggle ſhrewdly, every feather ſtarts you. 
Is this the man you fpeak ef! 
Dia. It is, my lord. | 
King. Tell me, ſirrah, but tell me true, I charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your maſter, 
(Which, on your juſt proceeding, I'll keep off), 
By him, and by this woman here, what know you? 
Par. So pleaſe your majeſty, my maſter hath been an 
honourable gentleman. Tricks he hath had in Hm which 
gentlemen have. | 
King. Come, come, to the purpoſe ? 2 Did he love this 
woman ? | | 
Par. Faith, ſir, he did love her; but how? 
King, How, I pray you? 
Par. He didlove her, fir, as a gentleman loves a woman. 
King. How is that? 
Par. He lov'd her, fir, and lov'd her not, 
King. As thou art a knave, and no knave: What an 
*equivocal companion is this? 
Par. 1 am a poor man, and at your majeſty's command. 
Taf. He's a good drum, my lord, but a naughty orator. 
Dia. Do you know, he promis d me marriage? 
| high Faith, I know more than PI] ſpeak, 


* 


n 
. * 
r 


— 
ak with) 4 


ä — — teapot ¶⁰ß —— — 
1 8 


1358 2 ALY'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL, As 

King. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'ſt ? 

Par. Yes, ſo pleaſe your majeſty, I did go between 
them, as I ſaid; but more than that he loved her : for, 
indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, and of 
limbo, and of furies, and I know not what ; yet I was 
in that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their 
going to bed; and of other motions, as promiſing her 
marriage, and things that would derive me ill-will to 

peak of: therefore I will not ſpeak what I know. 

King. Thou haſt ſpoken all already, unleſs thou canſt 
ſay they are married: But thou art too fine in thy evi- 
dence; thercſore, ſtand aſide. This ing, you ſay, was 

Jour's? 

Dia. Ay, my Soo lord. 

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 

Dia, It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 

King. Who lent it you? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King. Where did you find it then! A 
- Dia. I fourd it not. 

King. If it were your's by none of all theſe ways, 
How could you give it him? | 

Dia. I never gave it him. 
| Laf. This woman's an eaſy glove, my lord; ſhe goes 
off and on at pleafure. 

King. The ring was mine, I gave it his firſt wife, 

Dia It. migbt be your's, or her's, for aught I know, 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now; 

To priſon with her : and away with him. 
Unleſs thou tell'ſt me where thou hadſt this ring, 
Thou dieſt within this hour. | 
Dia. V1 never tell you. 
King. Take her away. 
"> Dia Vl put in hail, my liege. 
| King. 1 think thee now ſome cemmon cuſtomer. 
Dia. By Jove, if ever knev- man, twas you. 

King Wherefore haſt thou accus'd him all this while? 

Dia. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty; 

He knows I am no maid, and hel ſwear to't ; 1 


2 


— 


— — 
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Pl ſwear lam a maid, and he knows not. 
Great king, I am no {trumpet, by my life; 
am eicher maid, or elle this old man's wife. 
[ Pointing to LAFEv, 
King. She does abuſe our ears; to priſon with her. 
Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal Sir, 
[ Exit M. ido o. 
The jeweller, that owes the ring, i ſent for, 
And he ſhall ſurety me. But for this lord, [To BER, 
Who hath abus'd me, as he knows . b 
Though yet he never harn'd me, here I quit him. 
He knows himſelf, my bed he hath defild, | 
And at that time he got his wife with child: 
Dead tho? ſhe be, ſhe feels her young one kick; 
So there's my riddle, One that's dead, is quick. 
And now behold the meaning. 


"Ratih Heirxna and V. "RY 


King. Is there no exorciſt 
| Beguiles the truer office of mine oxen! ?. 
Lot real that I ſee? 
Hel. No, my good lord; 
bis but a ſhadow of a wife you ſee, 
The name, and not the thing. 
Ber. Both, both” oh, pardon ! | 
7.1. Oh, my.good lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring, 
And look you, here's your letter: This it ſays, 
IW hen from my finger you can get this ring, 
And are by me with cbild, &c. This is done. 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 
Ber, If ſhe, my liege, can make me know this clearly; 
Pll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 
Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce ſtep between me and you? 


O, my dear mother, do I ſee you living? ¶ To the Counteſs. 


La, Mane eyes ſmell onions, I hall weep anon: 
Cood Tom Drum, lend me a handkerchief, [To PAROL- 


LES. ] So, I thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make ſport 
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with thee: Let thy courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 
King. Let us from point to point this ſtory know, 

To make the even truth in pleaſure flow 

If thou be'ſt yet a freſh uncropped flower, [To DIA. 

Chooſe thou thy huſband, and I'll pay thy dower; 

For I can gueſs, that, by thy honeſt aid, 

Thou keep'ſt a wife herſelf, thyſelf a maid. 

Of that, and all the progreſs more and leſs, 

| Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expreſs : 

All yet ſeems well; and if it end ſo meet, 

The bitter paſt, more welcome is the ſweet. [ Exeunt. 


w_ — — — — — — 
1 „ 


EPILOGUE, 
SPOKEN BY THE KING, 


Tx E King's a beggar, now the play is dane: 
All is well ended, if Bis ſuit be von, 

That you expreſs content; which we ſball pay, 
With ſtriſe to pleaſe you, day exceeding day. 
Ours. be your patience then, and yours our parts : _ 
Tour gentle bands lend us, and take our hearts. 


TUE END, 


H. NIGHT: 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


MEN. 


Or/ino, Duke of ltyria. 
Sebaſtian, a young Gentleman, Brother to Viola. 


Antonio, a Sea-Captain, Friend to Sebaſtian. 


- alentine, Gentlemen, attending on the Duke. 
ur io, 5 


Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia. 

Sir Andrew Wann 4. 9 Kane pretending to 
Olivia. | A 

A Sea-Captain, Friend to Viola. 

Fabian, Servant to Olivia, 

Malvolio, a fantaſtical Steward to Olivia. 


Clown, Servant to Olivia. 


W 0 ME N. 

| Olivia, a Lady of great Ae and Fortune, beloved by 
the Duke. 

Viola, in love with the Duke. 

| Wives, Olivia's Woman, 

Prieſt, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants, 


SCENE, a City on the Coaſt of Illyria, 


ů w³q———————————̃ —— 5 : | | ; 
TWELFTH-NIGHT: 


WHAT YOU WILL. © 


ACTI. SCENE Z. 


The Duke's palace. Enter Duke, C 0310, and Lerdh.. 


Duke. 


F muſic be the food of love, play on, 

Give me exceſs of it; that, ſurfeiting, 

The appetite may ſicken, and ſo die 
That ſtrain again; it had a dying fall: 

O, it came o'er my ear like the ſweet ſouth, ' 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealin g, and giving odour.— Enough; no more; 
*Tis not ſo ſweet now, as it was before. 

O, ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art thou! 
That, notwithitanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the ſea, nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch ſoever, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even in a minute! ſo full of ſhapes is fancy, 
'That it alone is high fantaſtical, 

* Cur, Will you go hunt, my lord? 

Duke. What, Curio? 6 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, ſo I do, the nobleſt that I have: 
O, When my eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 
Methought, ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence; 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a hart; 

And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
Eier lince purſue me. How now? what news from her? 
; Enter 


* 
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Enter VALENTINE . 
Fal. So pleaſe my lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her hand-maid do return this anſwer; ; 
The element itſelf, till ſeven years hence, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view; 
But, IKe a cloiſtreſs, ſhe will veiled 2 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine ; all this, to ſeaſon 
A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh; 
And laſting, in her ſad remembrance. Þ. 
Duke. O, ſhe, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
Fo pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſnaft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elſe 
That live in her! when liver, brain, and heart, 
Theſe ſovereign thrones, are all ſupply'd, and fill'd 
(Her ſweet perfections,) with one ſelf- ſame king 
Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers; 
Love nn. lie rich, . canopy'd with bowers: 
| rr 


"4 
— 


SCENE IE. 


The Street. Enter VioLa, a Captain, and Sailors; / 


Vio. What country, friends, is this E. 
Cap. This is IIlyria, lady. 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in mura? 
My brother he is in Elyſium. 2 
Perchance, he is not drown d What think you, falors? 
Cap. It is perchance, that you yourſe}f were ſav'd. 8 
Vio. O my poor brother! and ſo, perchance, may he 
Cap. True, madam: and, to comfort you with chance, 
Aſſure yourſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, | 
When you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, 
Hung on our driving boat, I ſaw your brother, 
Moſt provident in peril, bind himſelf 


(Courage 
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(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a ſtrong maſt, that liv'd upon the ſea; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I ſaw him hold acquaintance with mo waves, 
Sp long as I could ſee, 
Vio. For ſaying ſo, there's gold: 
Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, 
The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country? 
Cap. Ay, madam, well; for I was bred and born, 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 
Vio. Who governs here? 
Cap. A noble duke in nature, as in name. 
Vio. What is his name ? 
Cap. Orſino. 
Vio. Orſino ! I have heard my ker name him: :: 
He was a bachelor then, 
Cap. And ſo is now, or. was ſo very kite: : 
For but a month ago | went from hence; 


* 


And then 'twas freſh in murmur (as, you know, 


What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of,) 

That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 
Dio. What's ſhe? a 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That dy'd ſome twelve-month fince; then leaving her 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, 
Who ſhortly alſo dy d: for whoſe dear love, 
They ſay, ſne hath abjur'd the fight 
And company of men. 

Vio. O, that I ſerv'd that lady; 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occaſion mellow. 
What my eſtate is 

Cap. That were hard to compaſs ; 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 
No, not the duke's, 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain; 
And though that nature with a Beauteous wall 


Both oft cloſe in pollution, yet of thee 


— 
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T will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and out ward character. 

I pray thee, and V1] pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what I am; and be my aid 

For ſuch diſguiſe as, Huply⸗ ſhall become 
The form of my intent. ll ſerve this duke; 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains; for I can "© | 
And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of muſick, 


That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 


What elſe may hap, to time I will commit; 
Only ſhape thou thy ſilence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee ! 
Vio. I thank thee : Lead me on. [ [Exeunts 


SEENE 717. 


Orivia's houſe. Enter Sir Tory, and MARIA. 


Sir To. What a plagne means my niece, to take the 
death of her brother thus? I arm ſure, care's an enemy to 
life. 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in earlier 
| o'nights; your couſin, my lady, takes great exceptions to 

your ill hours, 
Sir To. Why, let her except, beter excepted. 
Mar. Ay, but you muſt confine yourſelf within the 


modeſt limits of order, 
Sir To. Confine ? L'Il confine oiyfelt no finer than Tam & 


theſe clothes are good enough to drink in, and ſo be theſe 
boots too; an they be not, let them hang themſelves in 
their own ſtraps. 

Mar. That quaffing and dripking will undo you: I 
heard my lady talk of it yeſterday; and of a fooliſh knight, 
that you brought in one night here, to be her woer. 

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague-check ? 1 


Ar. . he. 
Sir To. 
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Sir To. He's as tall'a man as any's in Illyria, 175 


Mar. What's that to the purpole ? | 
Sir To. Why, he has three thouſand ducats a year. 


Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe ducat' 5; | 


he's a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To, Fie, that you'll ſay ſo ! he play's o' thꝰ viol · de- 
gambo, and ſpeaks three or four languages word for word 
without book, and hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, —almoſt natural: for, beſides 
that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller; and, but that he 
hath the gift of a coward to allay the guſt he hath in 
quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he would 
quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are ſcoundrels, and ſubtrac- 
tors, that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 


your company. 
Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece; I'll drink 


to her, as long as there is a paſſage in my throat, and 


drink in Illyria: He's a coward, and a coyſtril, that will 
not drink to my neice, till his fbrains turn o'the toe like 
a pariſn- top. W hat, wench ? Caſtiliano * for here 
comes Sir Andrew Ague- face. 

| Enter Sir ANDREW. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir "Toby Belch ? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew! 

Sir And. Bleſs you, fair ſhrew. 

Mar. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir And. What's that? 

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid. 

Sir Aud. Good miſtreſs Accoſt, I deſire better acquain- 


tance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. 

| Sir And. Good Mrs, Mary Accoſt 

Sir To. You miſtake, knight: accoſt, is, front her, 
board her, woo her, aſſail her. 

Sir And. By my troth, I would not whoa her in 


this company. Is that the meaning of accoſt ? 
Mar- 
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Nur. rare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. An thou let part ſo, Sir Andrew, would thou 
Might'ſt never draw ſword again. 

Sir And. An you part ſo, miſtreſs, I would 1 might 
never draw ſword again: Fair lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand ? | 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you ſhall have; and here” 5 my 
hand. 

Mar. Now, Sir, TERS is free: I pray you, bring 
your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And, Wherefore, ſweet heart! ? what's your meta- 
pPhor? 

Mar. It s dry, Sir. 

Sir And Why, I think ſo; I am not ſuch an aſs, but 1 
can keep my hand dry. But what's your jelt ? 

Mar. A dry jeſt, Sir. 

Sir Aud. Are you full of them? 

Mar. Ay Sir; I have them at my fingers“ ends: mar- 
ry, now I let go your hand, I am barren. [Exit MARIA. 

Sir To. O knight, thou lack'ſt a cup of canary; when 
did I fee thee ſo put down? ; 

Sir And. Never in your life, I think; unleſs you ſee 
canary put me down: Methinks, ſfome*:mes I have no 
more wit than a chriſtian, or an ordinary man has : but I 
am a great eater of beef, and, I believe, that does harm 


to my wit, 

Sir To. No queſtion, 

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd 8 it, I'll ride 
home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

Sir Tob. Porquoy, my dear knight? 

Sir And, What is forquoy + ? do, or not do, I would 1 
had beſtow'd that time in the wy that I have in fen- 
cing, dancing, and Re EN had I but followed 
the arts? 

Sir To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of lite, 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 

Sir To. Paſt queſtion; for thou feeſt, it will not curl 


by nature. 
3 5 Sir And. 
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Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, do'st not? 

Sir To. Excellent! it hangs like flax on a diſtaff; and 
I hope to fee a houfewife take thee between her legs, and 
ſpin it off. 

Sir And. Faith, I'll home fo-morrow, Sir Toby : your 
niece will not be ſeen; or, if ſhe be, it's four to one ſhe'll 
none of me: the count himſelf, here hard by, wooes her. 
_ Sir To She'll none o' the count; ſhe'll not match above 
her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; 1 have 
heard her ſwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man. 

Sir And. VII ſtay a month longer, I am a fellow o the 
ſtrangeſt mind i” the world ; I delight in maſques and re- 
vels ſometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thau good at theſe 1 knight; ? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatſoever he be, un- 
der the degree of my betters; and yet I will not compare 
with an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence i ma s knight? 1 

Sir Ard. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton tot. 

Sir And. And, I think, T have the back=trick, nir 
as ſtrong as any man in Illyria, 

Sir Toa. Wherefore are theſe things hid! J wherefore 
have theſe gifts a curtain before them? are they like to 

take duſt, like miſtreſs Mall's picture? why doſt thou 
not go to church in a galiiard, and come home in a co- 
ranto? my very walk ſhould be a jigg; I would not fo 
much as make water, but in a ſink-a- pace. What doſt 
thou mean? is it a world to hide virtues in? I did thin! « 
by the excellent conſtitution of thy leg, it was formed un- 
der the ſtar of a galliard. 

Sir And. Ay, 'tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well in 
a flame-colour'd ſtock. Shall we ſet about ſome revels ? 

Sir To. What ſhall we do elſe? were we not born un- 
b 

Sir And. Taurus! that's ſides and heart. 

Sir To. No, ſir; it is legs and thighs, Let me ſee thee 
caper ; ha! higher: ha, ha !l=——=cxcellent! [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 


The TE. Enter VaLE NTINE, and VIOLA in Man's a 
Wh... 


g Val. If the Duke continue theſe ſavours TTY you, 
Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd; he hath 
known you but three days, and already you are no ſtran- 
ger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love : Is 
he inconſtant, fir, in his favours? * 

Ful. No, believe me, 
Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants, 
Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count. 
Duke. Who ſaw Ceſario, ho? 
Jie. On your attendance, my lord; here. 
Dube. Stand you a-while aloof. 5 
Thou know'ſt no leſs but all; I have unclafp'd 
To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul: | 
Therefore, good youth, -addreſs thy gait unto her; 
Be not deny d acceſs, ſtand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow, 
Till thou have audience. 
Vio. Sure, my noble lord, - 
Mf the be ſo abandon d to her forrow | 
As it is ſpoke, me never will admit me. 
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
. Rather than make unprofited return. 
Vio. Say, I do ſpeak with her, my lord, what then? 
Duke. O, then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
Surprize her with diſcourſe of my dear faith ; 
It ſhall become thee well to act my woes; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aſpect, 
Vio. I think not ſo, my lord. 
Duke. Dear lad, believe it; 
For they ſhall yetybelie thy happy years, 
That ſay, thou art a man; Diang's lip 
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Is not more ſmooth, and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill and ſound, 
And all gs ſemblative a woman's part. 
I know, thy conſtellation is right apt 
For this affair: — Some four, or five, attend him; 
All, if you will; for. I myſelf am beſt, 
When leaſt! in company :—Proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy lord, : 
To call his for tunes thige. 

Vio. Ill do my beſt, ; 
＋ o woo your lady: ¶ Exit Duale] yet, a barrſul ſtrife! 
Whoe'er 1 weo, myſelf would be his wife. * 


MMC 


ScENE V. 


Olivia Houſe. Enter MARIA and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or I 


will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſtle may enter, in 


Way of thy-excuſe ; my lady will hang thee for thy ab- 


fence. 


Clo. Let her hang me: he that is well hang'd in this 


world; needs fear no colours, 
Mar. Make that good. 
- Cti. He ſhall fee none to fear. 


Mur. A good lenten anſwer: I can tell thee vis 


that ſaying. was born, of, I fear no colours. 

Clo, Where, good miſtreſs Mary? 1 ee 

Mar. In the wars; and that may you be bold to ſay 
in your foolery. 


Clo. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it; and 


thofe that are fools, let them uſe their talents. 
Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being ſo long abſent, 


or be turn'd away ; Is not that as | good as a hanging to 


you ? 
Clo. Marry, a good 0 prevents a bad marriage; 
and, for turning away, let ſummer bear it out. 


Mar. You are reſolute then? 


Cie. Not lo neither but I am refoly'd on e 
| P 2 Mar. 
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- Mar. That, if one break, the other eee a if 
both break, your gaſkins fall. ; ad 

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt! Well, go [thay way; 
if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as We a 
piece of Eve's fleth as any in IIlyria. | 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o that; _— comes 
my lady: make your excuſe wiſely, you were beſt. 5 

| Enter QLIvia and MALVOLIO. 

C/o. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good fooling ! 5 
Thoſe wits, that think they have thee, do very oft prove 
fools; and i, that am ſure I lack thee, may paſs for a wiſe 
man: For what ſays Quinapalus ? Better a witty fool 
than a fooliſh wit. God bleſs thee, . l 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

Co Do you not hear, fellows? take away the lady; 

Oli. Go to, you're a diy fool: l 1 no more of you: be- 
ides you grow diſhoneſt. 

Clo, Two faults, Madonna, that drink wt good coun- 
ſel will amend :; for give the dry fool drink, then is the 
fool not dry; bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelf; if he. 
mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt; if he cannot, let the 
| botcher mend him: Any thing that's mended is but 
patch'd: virtue, that tranſgreſſes, is but patch'd with fin ; 

and fin that amends, is but patch'd with virtue: If that 
this fimple ſyllogiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what 
remedy ? as there is no true chal but calamity, fo 
beauty's a flower :—the lady bade take the ſool 2. 
therefore, I ſay again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. | 

Clo. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree 3 Cueullus 
non facit monachum ; that's as much as to ſay, I wear not 
motley in my brain, Good Madonna,, give me leavs to 
prove you a fool. wal 5 th | 

Oli. Can you doit? 

Clo. Dexterouſly, good Madonna. 

Oli. Make your proof. 

Clo. I mult catechize you for it, Madonna ; Good my 
mouſe of virtue, anſwer me ? 
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Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idleneſs, I'll bide N 
proof 0 
Co. Good Madonna, why mourn'ſt thou? 
Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 
| Clo. I think his ſoul is in hell, Madonna. 
Oli. {know his ſoul is in heaven, fovl. 


Clo. The more fool you, Madonna, to mourn for your 


Wade s ſoul being in heaven. — Take ht. the fool, 


gentlemen. 
Oli, What think you of this fool,, Malvolio! doth he 


not mend? 4 


Mal. Yes; and ſhall do, till the pangs of death ſhake, 
him : Infirmity, that —_ the wiſe, doth ever r make 
the better fool. | 

Clo. God fend you, Sir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for the bets. 
ter encreaſing your folly ! Sir Toby will be fworn that L. 
am no fox: but he will not pais his word ior r 
that you are no fool. | 

Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mal. I marvel your ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch a 
barren raſcal ;; I ſaw him put down the other day with an 


ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a ſtone: 


Look you now, he's out of his guard already; unleſs you 
laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gagg'd. I pro- 
teſt, I take theſe wiſe men, that crow fo at theſe ict 
of fools, no better than the fools' zanies. 
Oli. O, you are ſick of ſelf-love, Malvolio, and taſte 
with a diſtemper'd appetite: : to be generous, guiltlets, 
and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe things for bir d- 
bolts, that you deem cannon bullets: There is no {ſlander 
in an allow'd fool, though he de nothing but rail; nor no 
railing in a known diſcreet man, * he do nothing 
but reprove. 
Clio. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for _ 
Seed wel of fools? 
Euter MARIA, | ; 
Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 
much defires to ſpeak with you. | 


Oli. From the count Orſino, is it? 8 
F3 | Aar 
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Mar. I know not, madam ; tis a fair young * and 
well attended. 

0/i Who af my people hold him in delay? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, yaur kinſman. 7 

Oli Fetch him off, I pray you; he ſpeaks noching put 
madman; Fie on him! Go you, Malvolio: if it be a ſuit 
fro the count, Lam: ſick, or not at home; what you will 
to diſmiſs it. [Exit MALvoLio.} Now you ſee, Sir, 
how your fooling grows old, and people diſlike it. 

- Clo. Fhou haſt fpoke for us, Madonna, as if thy eldeſt 
fon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſcull Jove cram with brains, 
for WE .comes one of thy kin has a moſt weak pia mater / 

Enter Sir Tory. 

li. By mine honour, half drunk. What. i is he at the 
gate, couſin? 

Sir Fo. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman? What — ESE 

Sir To. Tis a gentleman her e—4A plgoe 0 wege rale 
herring how now, fot 

Ch. Good Sir Toby _ lA 

Oli. Couſin, couſin, how have you come ſo ty by 
this lethargy ? Y 
Sir To, Lotdiery? 1 defy lecbery: There's s one at the 


gates 
Oli. Ay, marry ; what is he ? | = 
Sir To. Let him be the devil; an he will, 1 care not: 
give me faith, ſay I. Well it's all one. p 


Oh. What's a drunken man like, fool ?- 

Cio Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman: one 
draught above heat makes him a fool; the ſecond e 
him; and the third drowns him, | 

li. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him * o! 
my coz; for he's in the third degree of drink, he's 
drown'd: go, look after him, 

Ch. He is but mad yet, Madonna; and. the fool ſhalk 
look to the mad man. ; DO. Clown. 
Reventes MalvoL io. 

272, Madam, yond young fellow ſwears he will freak 
With Yue I told hang vou were fick; he takes on him to 

underſtand. 
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underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak witty 
you: I told him you were aſleep; he ſeems tas have a. 
fore- knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to ſpeak 
with you. What is. to be ſaid to him, lady? he's fortj- 
fied againſt any denial. = 

Oli. Tell him, he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mul. He has been told ſo; and he ſays, he'll: ſtand at 
your door like a ſheriff's poſt, and be. the ſupporter ta a 


bench, but he'll ſpeak with. you. 


Oli. What kind of man is he- 
Mul. Why of man kind. 

Oli. What manner of man? 5 

. Mal. Of very ill manner; he'll ſpeak with you, will 
yOu, or no. | 

Oli. Of what perſenage, and years, is he? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
for a boy; ab a ſquafh is before tis a peaſcod, or a- cod- 
ling when tis almoſt an apple: tis with him e'en ſtand- 
ing water, between boy aud mau. He is very well-fa-- 
vour'd, and he ſpeaks very ſhzewiſhly ; one: would think. 
tus mother's milk were ſcarce out of him. 

Ci. Let him approach: Call in my gentlewoman, 

Aal. nenen my lady calls. [ Exit. 

4 ' Re-enter Ma RIA. 

On. Give me my veil : come, throw it o'er my face: = 
u &'il once more hear Orſino's embaſſy. | 
- Enter Viola, 

Vio. The honourable lady of the houſe, which is he? 

Oli. Speak to me, I ſhalt.anſwer for her: Your will ? 

Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beauty, 
Il pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of the houſe, 
for I never ſaw her: I would be loth to caſt away my. 
ſpeech ; for, beſides that it is excellently well penn'd, I. 
have taken great Pains, to con it. Good beauties, let me 
ſuſtain no ſcorn; I am very comptible, even to the leaſt 
Hoiſter uſage. 5 

Cli. Whence came you, Sir! 7 

Vio, I can fay little more than I have ſtudied, and that 


| queſtion” s out of wy part, Good gentle one, give, me, 
modeſt 
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modeſt aſſurance, if you be the lady of the houſe, that I 
may prageed in my ſpeech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart: and yet, . the very 
fangs of malice, Iſwear, [ am not that I play, Are you 
the lady of the houſe? 

Oli. If I do not uſurp myſelf, I am. 

Nio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp your- 
ſelf; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to reſerve. 
But this is from my commiſſion; I will on with my ſpeech- 
in your praiſe, and then ſhew Fur the hrugt of my meſ- 
ſage. | 

Oli. Come to what is important in't: 1 forgive you 
the praiſe. | 

Vio. Alas, I. took great pains to ſtudy it, and 'tis poe- 
tical. 

Oli It is the more like to be feigned; I pray you, keep 
it in. I heard you were ſaucy at my gates; and allow'd 
Four approach, rather to wonder at you than to hear 
you. If you be not mad, be gone; if you have reaſon, be 
brief: *tis not that time of the moon with me, to make 
one in ſo ſkipping a dialogue. | 
Mar. Will you hoiſt fail, fir, here lies your way. 

Vio. No, good ſwabber; I am to hull here a little 
| longer;——Some mollification for your giant, ſweet la- 
dy. 5 
i Tell me your your mind. 
_ Fio I am a meſſenger. 

Oi. Sure you have ſome . matter to deliver, 
when the courteſy of it is fo fearful, Speak your office. 

Pio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture 
of war, no taxation of homage; I hold the olive in mT 
and: my words are as full of peace as matter,” ; 

0.1. Yet you began rudely. WEE are vou! ? What 
would you ? 

Vis. The rudeneſs, that hath —— in me, have 1 
learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and what 
I would, are as ſecret as maiden-head: to your Tr, di- 


Tuuty ; to any other's, propkanation, 
05 
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o Give us the place alone: Exit Man.] we will, 
hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text ? : 

Vio. Moſt ſweet lady. 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be ſaid. 4 
it. Where lies your text? 

Vio. In Orſino's boſomn. 1 

Oli. In his. boſam ? in what chapter of his boſom? 1 

Vio To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his heart. 

Oli. O, I have read it; it is hereſy. Have po: more 
to ſay? 

Vio. Good madam, let me ſee your face. 

Oli. Have you any commiſſion from your lord to ne- 
gotiate with my face ? you are now out of your text: hut 
we will draw the curtain, and ſhew you the picture; 
Look you, Sir, ſu ch a one i was this preſent: Is't not 
well done? . 

Vio. Excellently as if God did all; - 

Oli. 'Tis in grain, Sir; 'twill-endure wind and weather, 

Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: . 
Lady, you are the cruell'ſt ſne alive, | | 
If you will lead theſe graces to the grave, 

And leave the world no copy. 

Oli. O, Sir, l wilbnot beſo un bete I will give 
out divers ſchedules of my beauty; it ſhall be inventoried : 
and every particle, and utenſil, labell'd to my will; as, 
item, two lips indifferent red; item, two grey eyes, with: 
lids to them; item, one neck, one chin, and ſo 2 
Were you font hither to praiſe me? 

Vio. 1 ſee you what you are: you are too proud; 
But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and maſter loves you; O, ſuch love | 
Could be bur recompens'd, though you were crown'd: 
The non-pareil of beauty.! 3 
Oli. How does he love me * * | 
Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with ſighs of fire. 

Oli. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love him 

Let 1 e him virtuous, know him ms ; 
Of 
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of great eſtate; of freſh and ſtainleſs youth; 
In voices well-divslg'd, free, learn'd, and mrs 
And, in dimenſion, and the ſliape of nature, 
A gracious perfor; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might bave took his anſwer long ago. | 

Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's —_— | 
With ſoch a ſaffering, fu fuch a deadly 2 700 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe, 
would not underſland ii: 

Oli. Why, what would you? 

Vie. Make me a willow cabin ak your gate, 
And call upon my ſoul within the houſe; 
Write loyal cantos of contemned love, 
And ſing them loud even in the dead of night; 
Haloo your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babbling goſſip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia! O, you ſhould not reſt” 
Between the elements of air and e, 
But you ſfrould pity me. 

u. Vou might do much: What i is your parentage 7 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet: * ſtate i is well; | 

am a gentleman, 

Oli. Get you to your 3 10% A BH 
F'cannot love him: let him ſend no more; : 
Unleſs; perchance, you come tome again, 
" Fo tell me how he takes it. Fare you well: 
Fthank you for your pains: ſpend this for me. 

Vio. J am no fee'd poſt, lady; keep your purſe ;: 
My maſter, not myſelf, lacks recompence. 
Love makes his heart of flint, chat you ſhall love; 
And let your fervour, like my maſter's, be 5 
Plac'd in contempt | Farewell, fair cruelty. [Exits 
Ol. What is your parentage ? 7418 | 
Above my fortunes, yet my flate is bell 
I am a gentieman.——l'il be ſworn thou art; 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, 
Do give thee five- fold blazon: Not too faſt ;—foft! ſoft! 
Unlefs the maſter were the man. How-now ? 5 
Even ſo quickly may one catch the plague? 


* 


Methinks 
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Methinks I feel this youth's perfections, 
With an inviſible and ſubtle ſtealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. 
What, ho, Malvolio: 
Re-enter MALvOLIO. 
Mul. Here, madam, at your ſervice.  _ 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The county's man: he left this ring behind him, 
Would I, or not: tell him, Fl] none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his lord, | 
Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him; 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
Fl give him reaſons for't Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. — | 
Oli. I do I know not what; and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. | 
Fate, ſhew thy force: Ourſelves we do not owe 


What is decreed, muſt be; and be this ſo ! xn. 


ACT LL SCENE 7. 


"The ſtreet. Enter ANToON10, vent SEBASTIAN, 
Antonio. k 
Wir you ſtay v no longer ? nor will you ob, that I go 
with you? 
Seb. By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly over 
me: the malignancy of my fate might, perhaps, diſtem- 
| per yours; therefore | ſhall crave of you your leave, that 
I may bear my evils alone: It were a bad recompence 
for your love, to lay any of them on you. 
Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you ate bound? 
Seb. No, in ſooth, Sir; my determinate voyage is mere 
extravaganey. But I perceive in you ſo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you will not extort me from me what I 
am willing to keep in; therefore it charges me in man- 
ners the rather to expreſs myſelf: You muſt know of _ 
| then, 


r — - 
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That danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go. [Ext 
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then, Antonio, my name is Sebaſtian, which I call'd Ro- 
dorigo; my father was that Sebaſtian of Meſſaline, whom 
I know yon have heard of: he left behind him, myſelf 
and a ſiſter, both born in an hour: If the heavens had 


been pleas'd, would we had ſo ended ! but you, Sir, alter'd 


that; for, ſome hour before you took me ie breach 
of the ſea, was my ſiſter drown'd. f Fe 3 


Ant. Alas, the day | 
Seb. A lady, Sir, though it was Taid the mu reſembled 


me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but though I 
could not, with ſuch eſtimable wonder, over-far believe 
that, yet thus far 1 will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a 
Mind that envy could not but call fair; ſhe is drown'd al- 
ready, Sir, with ſalt water, though I ſeem | to e her 


remembrance again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, let = 
be your ſervant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire it not. Fare 
ye well at once: my boſom is full of kindneſs; and I am 
yet ſo near the manners of my mother, that upon the 
leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am 
bound to the count Orſino's court: Farewell. [ Exit. 

Ant. The gentleneſs of all the gods go with thee! 

1 have many enemies in Orſino's court, 
Elſe would I very ſhortly ſee thee there: 
But, come what may, I do adore thee ſo, 


— 


— 


_SCENE I. 


. Viot A and MALvoL 10, at ſtweral Doors. 
Mal. Were not oo even now with the counteſs Oli- 


via? 
Vio. Even row, Sir; on A moderate Foe I have fince, 


2 


arrived but hither. * 
: | Mall 
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Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; you might have 
ſaved me my pains, to have taken it away e She 
adds, morcover, that you ſhould put your lord into a 
deſperate aſſurancè ſhe will none of him: And one thing 
more, that you be never ſo hardy to come again in his af- 
fairs, unleſs it be to report your lord's taking of this, Re- 
ceive it ſo. 

Vio. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. 

Mal. Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her; and 
her will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd : if it be worth Roop- 
ing for, there it lies in your eye; if not, be it his that 
ſends 8 ; [ Exit, 

Vio. ] left no ring with her: What means this lady? 
Fortune forbid, my outſide have not charm'd her! 
She made good view of me; indeed ſo much, | 
That, ſure, methought her eyes had loſt her tongue, 
For {he did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly. 
She loves me, ſure; the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me in chis churliſh meſſenger. 

None of my lord's ring! why, he ſent her none. 
I am the man ff it be fo (as 'tis), 

Poor lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 
Diſguiſe, I ſee thou art a wickedneſs, 

Wherein the preguant enemy does much, 

Ho,, eaſy is it, ſor the proper falſe 
In women's waxen hearts to ſet their forms? 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we; 

For, ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 

How will this fadge? My maſter loves her dearly ; 
And i, poor monſter, fond as much on him; : 
And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me: 

What will become of this? As Jam man, 

My ftate is deſperate for my maſter's love 

As 1am woman, now alas the day! | 

What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe ? 
O time, thou muſt untangle this, not I; 
It is too hard a knot for me to untie. „ 


— 6 


— 
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SCENE HI. 


OLivia's Zouſe, Enter Sir Tony and Sir AxpREw. 


Sir Fo. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a-bed after 
midnight, is to be up betimes ; and diluculo Surgere, thou 
knowꝰſt 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I know, 
to be up late is to be up late. 

Sir To. A falſe concluſion; I hate it as an unfill'd can: 
To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, is early; 
fo that, to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed be- 
times. Docs not our life conſiſt of the four elements? 

Sir And. Faith, ſo they ſay; but, I think, it rather 
conſiſts of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Thou art a ſcholar; let us therefore eat ae) 
drink, —Marian, I ſay —a Boop of wine! 

Enter Clown. 
| Sir And. Here comes tbe ſool, i'faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts? Did you never ſee the pie- 
ture of we three? 

Sir To. Welcome, aſs. Now = have a catch. 

Sir And. Ta, my troth, the fool has an excellent breaſt, 
T had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a leg; and ſo 
ſweet a breath to ſing, as the fool has. -In ſooth, thou 
waſt in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok'ft 
of Tagragremaune, of the Vapians paſſing the equinoctiał 
of Queubus; twas very good, i'faith. I ſent thee ſix- 
one for thy leman : Had'ſt it ? 

Clo. 1 did impetticoat thy gratuity ; for Malvolio's noſe 
is no whip-ſtock: My lady has a white hand, and the 

Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. 
| Sir And. Excellent! Why, this is the beſt fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a ſong. ö 
Sir To. Come on; 3 there i is r for you: ler 5 have 
a ſong. 
Sir And. There's a teſtril of me too: if one kinght give 
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Clo, Would you have a love- ſong, or a ſong of good life? 
| Sir 
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Sir To. A love: ſong, a love- ſong. 
Sir And, Ay, ay; I care not for good life, 
Clown ſings. 
O. miſtreſs mine, where are you roaming ? 
O, „ay aud bear; your true love's coming, 
That can ſing both high and low : 
Trip no further, pretty fevecting ; 
Journeys end in lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe man's ſon doth know. | 


Sir And. Excellent good i' faith! 
Sir To. Good, good. 
Clo. What is love "tis not bereafter . 
Prgſent mirth bath preſent laugbtefe 
| What's to come, is ſliil unſure © 
Tn delay there lies no plenty ; 
| Then come hiſs me ſrveet and twenty, 
Youth's a ftuff will not endure. 


Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true knight; 

Sir To. A contagious breath, 

Sir And. Very ſweet and contagious, i faith, 

Sir To, To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But ſhall we make the welkin dance indeed? Shall we 
rouze the night-owl in a catch, that will draw es 
ſouls out of one weaver ? ſhall we do that? 

Sir And, An you love me, let e do't; I am a dog at a 
catch. 

Clo. By'r lady, Sir, and ſome dogs will catch well. 

Sir And. Moſt certam ; let our catch be, Thou nave. 

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight? I ſhall be con- 
ſtrain'd in't to call the knave, knight, 

Sir Aud. Tis not the firſt time I have conftrain'd 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins, Hold thy 
peace. | 

Clo. I ſhall never begin, if | hold my peace. 

Sir Aud. Good, i' faith! come, begin. 


11 ing a catch. 
22 * 


* 
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Enter MARIA. | 

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here ? If my 
lady have not call'd up her ſteward, Malvolio, and bid 
kim turn yow out of doors, never truſt me, 

Sir To. My lady's a Cataian, we are politicians ; Mal- 
volio's a Peg-· a-Ramſay, and Three merry men be we. 

Am not I conſanguingous ? am I not of her blood? 
Tilly Ry, lady ! There dꝛuelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady - 
: Singing. 

Clo. PE me, the knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough, if he be diſpos'd, 
and ſo do I too; he does it with a better grace, but I do. 
it more natural, 

Sir To. O, the toe fh day of Ab eee 

Mar. For the love o' God, peace. 

Enter MaLvoLio. 

Mul. My maſters, are you mad? or what are you | ? 

Have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble 


like tinkers at this time of night? Do ye made an ale+ 


houſe of my lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your coziers' 
catches without any mitigation or remorſe of voice? [s 
tkere no reſpect of place, perſons, nor time in you? 

Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches. Sneck 
9 | 2 

727.7 Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My 
lady bade me tell you, that, though ſhe harbours you as 
her kifſman, ſhe's nothing ally'd to your diſorders IF 
you can ſeparate yourſelf and your miſdemeanors, you 
are welcome to the houſe; if not, an it would pleaſe you 
to take leave of —_ ſhe is very willing to bid you fare- 
well. | 

Sir To. Farewe'l, dear heart, ſince J muſt need; be gone. 

Mal. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. Eis eyes do ſberv, bis days are almoſt done. 

Mol. Is't even fo? 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

Cle. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal This is much credit to you, 5 | 
" Sg To. Shall 7 bid bim go? [Singing, 

| ; Co, 


— — 
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Clo: What an if you do ? 

Sir To. Shall 1 bid him go and ſpare not ? 

Clo. O ns, ns, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o'tune Sir, ye lie. Art any more than 
a ſteward? Doſt thou think, becauſe thou art virtuous, 
there ſhall no more cakes and ale ? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger ſhall be hot 
i'the mouth too. 

Sir To, Thou'rt i the right. ——Go, Sir, rub your 
chain with crums :—A ſtoop of wine, Maria 

Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my lady's favour 
at any thing more than contempt, you would not give 
means for this uncivil rule; ſhe ſhall know of it, by this 
hand, | [ Exit, 

Mar. Go ſhake your cars. 

Sir And. Twere as good a deed, as to drink when a 
man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field: and then 
to break promiſe with him, and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't, knight ; I write thee a challenge; or 
I'll deliver thy indignation to him by, word of mouth, 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; ſince 
the youth of the count's was to-day with my lady, ſhe is 
much out of quiet. For monſieur Malvolio, let me alone 
with him: If I do not gull him into a nayword, and 
make him a common recreation, do not think I have wit 
enough to lie ſtraight in my bed; I know, I can do it. 

Sir To. Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us! tell us ſomething of him, 

Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of puritan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a puritan? thy exquiſite rea- 
fan, dear knight? 

Sir And. 1 have no exquiſite reaſon for't; but I fs 
reaſon good enough. 

Maur. The devil a puritan that he is, or any 1 
ſtantly but a time-pleaſer ; an affection'd als, that cons 
ſtate without book, and utters it by great ſwarths : the 
beſt perſuaded of himſelf, fo cram'd, as he thinks, with 
excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all that 


Qz | look 
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lock on him love him; ; and on that vice in Ham will my 
revenge find notable cauſe to work. 

Sir Ts. What wilt thou do? Ps, 

Mar. I will drop in his way ſome enen epiſtles of 
love; bel by the colour of his beard, the ſhape ef 
His leg, the manner of his gait, the expreſſure of his eye, 
force head, and complcxjon, he ſhall find himſelf moſt feel- 
ingly perſonated: I can write very like my lady, your 
niece ; on a forgotten matter we can hardly make diſtinc- 
tion of our Hands 
 #ir To. Excellent! I ſmell a device. 

Sir And. 1 hav't in my noſe too. 

Sir To. He ſhall think, by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece, and that ſhe is in 
love with him. | OR. 

Mar. My purpoſe is, indeed, a horſe of that colour. 

Sir And, And your horſe now would make him an aſs. 

Mar. Aſs, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O, twill be admirable. ! 

Aar. Sport royal, I warrant you: | know my phyfic 
wel work with him. I will plant you too, and let the 
tee] make a third, where he ſhall find the letter; obſerve 
his conſtruction 6f it: For this night to bed, and dream 
on the event. Farewell. IE it 

Sir To. Good niglit, Pentheſilea. 

Sir And Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one eat adores 
me. What o' that ? 

Sir Ard. I was ador'd once too. | | 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight Thou had'ſt need ſend 
for more money. > 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, 1 am a foul 
way out 

Sir To. Send for money, knight; ; if thou haſt her not 
” the end, call me Cut. 

Sir And. If ] do not, never truſt me, take it how you 
W. III. | 

Sir To. Come, come; I' go burn ſome ſack, 'tis t60 

late to go to bed now 3 come, knight ; come, Wide 
FExeunt, . 
SCENE 
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SCENE N. 


The Dute's Palace, Enter Dule, FRY CuR10, and others, 


Dute, Give me ſome muſic ;—— Now, good- morrow, 
friends: — 
Now, good Ceſario, but that piece of ſong, 
That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night: 
Methought it did relieve my paſſion much: 
More than light airs, and recollected terms, 
Of theſe moſt briſk and giddy-paced times ;j—— 
Come, but one verſe. * 

Car. He is not here, ſo ris your lordſhip, that ſhould 
ſing it. 

Date, Who was it? 

Cur. Feſte, the jeſter, my lord; a fool, that the lady 
Olivia's father took much delight in: he is about the 
houſe. = | 

Duale. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

| Exit Cux io. [ Mufies 

Come hither, bov ; If ever thou ſaalt love, | 
In the ſweet pangs 1555 it, remember me: 
For, ſuch as Ly. all true lovers are; 
UnBfaid and ſkittiſm in all motions elſe, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doſt thou like this tune? 

Vio. It gives a very echo to the ſeat 
Where love is thron'd. 

Dute, Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly : 

My bfe upon't, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtay'd upon ſome favour that it loves 
Hith it not, boy? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is't ? 

Vio. Of your complexion. ; 

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What Years, 1 plaith! ?P 

Vio. About your years, my lord. 

Dude. Too old, by Heaven: Let ſtill the woman take 
An elder than herſelf; fo wears ſhe to him, 
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So ſways ſhe level in her huſband's heart: 
For, boy, however we, do praiſe ourſelves. 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 
Than women's arc. 
_ Fe. I think it well, my lord. 
Dyke. Then let thy love be younger than thyſelf, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent; 
For women are as roſes, whoſe fair flower, 
Being once diſplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 
Vio. And ſo they are: alas, that they are ſo; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 
Re-enter CuRIO and Clown, 
Duke. O fellow, come, the ſong we had laſt night: .— 
Mark it, Ceſario; it is old, and plain: 
The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
And the ſree maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do uſe to chaunt it; it is ſilly ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready, Sir? 
Dake. Au, pr'ythee, ſing. [Mic. 
SONG. 
Come away, come away death, £ 
And in fad cypreſs let me be laid; 
Fly. away, fly away, breath ; 
T am ſlain by a fair crucl maid. 
. foroud of white, fuck all with yew, 
O, prepare it; 
Ay part of death nz one ſo true 
| Did fhare it. 
Not a flower, not a flower facet, 
On my black coffin let there be ftrewn ; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpſe, wwhere my bones ball be thrown ; 
A theuſand, thouſtnd jighs to ſave, 
Lay me, O! where 
Bad ſrus · lone never find my grave, 


Te weep there. 
Dube , 
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Duke, There's for thy pains. 
Cle. No pains, Sir; I take pleaſure in finging, Sir. 
Duke, I'll pay thy pleaſure then. : 
Clo. Truly, Sir, and pleaſure will be paid one time or 
other, "A 
Dute. Give me now leave to leave thee, q 
Clo. Now, the melancholy god prote& rhee; and the 
tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy 
mind-is a very opal — would have men of ſuch conſtan- 
cy put to ſea, that their buſineſs might be every thing, 
and their intent every where; for that's it, that always 
makes a good voyage of nothing.— Farewell. [Brit. 
Dube. I. et all the reſt give place. [IExeunt. 
Once more, Ceſario, : 
Get thee to yon ſame ſovereign cruelty 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 
Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune; | 
But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems, 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my ſoul, 
Vio. But, if ſne cannot love you, Sir 
Duke. 1 cannot be ſo anſwer d. ZI 5s 
Vio. Sooth, but you muſt. | 
Say, that ſome lady, as, perhaps, there is, a 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart | 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 
| You tell her ſo; Muſt ſhe not then be anſwer d? 
Duke. There is no woman's ſides 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 
As love doth give my heart: no woman's heart 
80 big, to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite, 
No motion of the liver, but the pa ate, 
That ſuffer ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt ; 
But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 
And can digeſt as much: make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
Aud that I owe Olivia. 


us 
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Vio. Ay, but I know. — 
| Duke, What doſt thou know? 
7 io. Too well what love women to men may owe ; 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I ſhould your lordſhip, 2 
Dule. And what's her hiſtory ? 
Vio. A blank, my Jord: She never told her ha 
But let concealment, like a worm i' the bud, 
Feed on her damaſk cheek ; ſhe pin'd in thought . 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She ſat like patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed? 
We men may ſay more, ſwear more: -but, indeed, 
Our ſhows are more than will; for, ſtill we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 
Duke. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy? 
Vio. 1 am all the daughters of my father's houſe, 
And all the brothers too; —and yet ! know not 
Sir, ſhall I to, this lady? | 
Dule. Ay, that's the theme, 
To her in haſte; give her this jewel ; ſay, | 
My love can give no place, bide no denay, { Exeunt. 


'q 
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SCENE P. 


; Oliv garden. 8 Sir Tor, Sir ANDREW, and 
FazlAx. | 
Sir To. Come thy ways, ſignior Fabian. 
Fab. Nay, Ill come; if I loſe a ſcruple of this ſport, 
let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 
Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the nig- 
gardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable ſhame ! 
Fab. I would exult, man: you know, he brought me 
out of favour with my lady, about a bear-baiting here. 
Sir To. To auger him, we'lhave the bear again: and 
| We 
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we will fool him black and blue: Shall we not, ir An- 
drew? 

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our tera. 

Enter MARIA. | 55 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain ;—How now, my 
nettle of India? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box - tree: Malvolio' 5 
coming down this walk: he has been yonder i' the ſun; 
practiſing behaviour to his own ſhadow this half hour: 
obſerve him, for the love of mockery; for I know, this 
letter will make a contemplative ideot of him. Cloſe, in 
the name of jeſting! Lie thou there ; for here comes the _ 
trout that muſt be caught with Ackliug⸗ 

{ They hide themſelves. MARIA throws doxun a letter, and 
e [ Exit, 
| Enter MALvoL10. 

Mal. Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once 
told me, ſhe did affect me; and I have heard herſelf come 
thus near, that, ſhould ſhe fancy, it ſhould be one of my 
complexion. Beſides, ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 
reſpect, than any one elſe that follows her, What ſhould 
I think on't ? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue! 

Fab. O, peace! Contemplation makes a rare turkeys 
cock of him; how he jets under his advanced plumes !. 

Sir, And. Slight, I could fo beat the rogue: 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. 

Mal. To be count Malvolio ;— — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Sir And. Piſtol him, piſtol him. 

Sit To, Peace, peace! 

Mal. There is example for't ; the lady of the ſtrachy 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel! 

Fab. O, peace! now he's deeply i in; look how imagi- 
nation blows him, 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, ſit 


ting in my ſtate, 
Sir To. O for a None-bow, to hit him in the eye! 
Mat, 
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Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 
velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, where I 
have left Olivia ſleeping. | 

Sir To. Fire and brimſtone! 

Fab. O, peace, peace! 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate: and * 
a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know my 
place, as I would mey ſhould do 8 alk for my 

kinſman Toby. 
Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles! 

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace | now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my people, with an obedient ſtart, make 

dut for him: | frown the while; and, perchance, wind 
up my watch, or play with ſome rich jewel. Toby ap- 

proaches; curtſies there to me: 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live: 

Fab. Though our filence be drawn from us with cars, 
yet peace. 

Mal. I extend my hand to him thus, ng my 
familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controul : 

Sir To, And does not POW: take you a blow o' the 
lips then! ? | 

Mal. Saying, Couſi n Toby, my eas having caſt me on 
your niece, give me this prerogative of ſpeech ; 

Sir To. What, what? 

Mal. You muff amend your drunkenneſs, - 

Sir To. Out, ſcab! 

Fab, Nay, 3 or we break the ſinews of our 
plot. | 

Mal. Be efides you ww the Sa nn 4 your time with a 
feoli iſh knight. 

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you... 

Mal. One Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. 1 knew, *twas I; for many 90 call me fool. 

Mal. What employment have we here ? 

[ Taking up the letter. 

Fab. Now is the 3 near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace! and the ſpirit of humours intimate 


N aloud to him! | 
5 Mal. 
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Mal. By my life, this is my lady's hand: theſe be her 


very C's, her U's, and her T's; and thus makes ſhe her 


great P's. It is, in contempt of queſtion, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C's, her U's, and her T's: Why that? 
Mal. Zo the unknown belov'd, this, and my good wiſhes 
her very phraſes By your leave, wax.— Soft! and the 

the impreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to ſeal : 
"tis my lady: To whom ſhould this be? | 
Fab. This wins him, liver and all. / 
Mal. J knows, 3 love: | 
: But who ? | 
Libor do not move, 
No man muſt know. . 
No man muſt tnow.—Whar follows oe: numbers alter'd ! 
man muſt know ;—1f this ſhould be thee, Malvolio ? 
Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock! _ 
Mal. I may command, where 'F adore * 
But filence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With bloodleſs firoke my heart doth gore; 2 
MM. O. A. I. doth ſway my life, © 
Fab. A fuſtian riddle ! 
Sir To. Excellent wench, ſay I. 
Mal. M. O. A. J doth ſway my |. foray, but firſt 
jet me ſee, —let me ſee, let me ſee. 
Fab. What a difh of poiſon has ſhe drefs'd him! 
Sir To. And with what wing the ſtannyel checks at it! 
Mal. 7 may command where I adore. Why, ſhe may 
command mie ; I ſerve her, ſhe is my lady Why, this is 
evident to any formal capacity, -- There is no obſtruction 
in this ;—And the end; — What ſhould that alphabetical 
polition portend ? if I could make that reſemble ſomething 
in me, — Softly BE CATH. 
Sir To. O, ay! make up that: he is now at a cold ſcent. 
Fab. Sowter will cry upon't, for all this, - though it be 
as rank as a fox, 
Mal. 21, —Malvalio 1 —nby, thet begins my 
name. 
Fab. Did not I ſay, bs would work | it out? the cur is 
excellent at faults, 


k - 


ü 8 1 Mal. | 
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Mal. MN. — But then there is no conſonancy in the ſe- 


quel; that ſuffers under probation: A ſhould follow, but 


O does, 
Fab. And O ſhallend, I hope. 
Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him Ay mY / 
Mal. And then 7 comes behind, 
Fab. Ay, an you had an eye behind you, you might ſee 
more detraction at your heels, than fortunes before you. 
Mal. M. O. 4 L—This ſimulation is not as the for- 


. 


mer: — and yet, to cruſh this a little, it would bow to 


me, for every one of theſe letters is in my name. Soft; 
here follows proſe.——1f this fall into thy Land, revolve, 
In my flars 1 am above thee ; but be not afraid of greatneſs. s; 
Some are born great, ſome 'atchieve greatneſs, and ſome have- 
greatneſs thrſt upon them. Thy fates open their hands ; let 
thy blood and ſpirit embrace them. And, to inure thy „ef to 
ola thou art like to be, caſ? thy humble frough, ard appear 
freſh. Be of paſite with a tinſman, ſerly with thy ſervants : 
let thy tongue tang arguments of fate; put thyſelf into the trick 
of /ingularity : She thus udvijes thee, that ſig hs for thee. Re= 
member who commended thy yellow ſtockings ; and wiſh'd to ſce 
thee ever croſi- garter d: I ſay, remember. Go to; thou art 
made, if thou agſir t to be ſo; if not, let me ſee thee a fiexrard 
Fill, the fellow of ſervants, ani not worthy to touch for tune & 
fingers. Farewell. She that =vould alter ſervices with thee, 
The fortunate-unhappy. Day-light and champian diſcovers 
not more : this is open. I will be proud, I will read po- 
litic zuthors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will waſh off grofs 
acquaintance, I will be Point-de- vice, the very man. 1 do 
not now fool myſelf to let imagination jade me ; for every 
reaſon excites to this, that my lady loves me. She did 
commend my yellow ſtockivgs of late; ſhe did praiſe my 
leg being croſs-garter'd; and in this ſhe manifeſts kerfelf 
to my love, and, with a kind of injunction, drives me 
to theſe habits of her liking. I thank my ſtars, I am hap- 
py I will be ſtrange, ſtout, in yellow ſtockings, and 
cro{s-gertcr'd, even with the ſwiftneſs of putting on. Jove 
and wy itars be praiſed !—Here is yet o poſtſcript, Theu . 


canſi noi cheeſe but know whe 1 am. * Res en te taineft my 
love 
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dove, let it ap bear in thy ſmiling ; thy ſb niles 8 thee well e 
therefore in my preſence fill ſmile, dear my feveet, I priythee. 
==ſove, I thank thee ;—l will ſmile ; I will do every thing 
that thou wilt have me. 5 [ Exit, 

Fab. 1 will not give my part of this ſport for a penſion 
of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. | 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir Tu. And aſk no other dowry with her, but ſuch an- 


other jeſt. 
Enter MARIA. 


©r Ani Nor I neither. 
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 
Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy foot o' my neck? 
Sir And. Or o' mine either ? 
Sir To. Shall play my freedom at tray-trip, and be- 
come thy bond-flave ? | 
Sir And. I'faith, or [ either ? | 
Sir To. Why, thou haſt put hint in ſach a dream, that, 
when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
Mar. Nay, but ſay true, does it work upon him? 
Sir To. Like aqua vitæ with a midwife. - 
Aar. I you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, mark 
his firit approach before my lady: he will come to her in 
yellow ſtockings, and tis a colour fhe abhors; and croſs- 
garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteits ; and he will ſmile upon 
her, which will now be ſe unſuitable to her diſpoſition, 
being addicted to a melancholy as ſhe is, that it cannot 
but turn him into a — contempt: if you will ſee it, 
Lollow me, 
Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou moſt excellent 
devil of wit! | : 
Sir And. og make one too. [ Exeunt 


— — oo = 
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"ACT IL SCENE . 
OLIv IA“, garden. Enier Vio La and (lown. 
| Sila. 


Dave thee, friend, and thy muſic : Doſt thou live by 
thy tabor ? 


R * Cle. 


% 


£96 Ss TWELFTH-NIGHT, OR, AAA. 


Clo. No, Sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo. No ſuch matter, Sir; I do live by the dived: for 
I do live at my houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand by the 
church. 

Vio. So thou may'ſt ſay, the king lies by a beggar, if a. 
beggar dwell near him; or the church ſtands by thy ta- 
bor, if thy tabor ſtand be the church. 

Clio. You have ſaid, Sir. To ſee this age -A ſentence 
is but a cheveril glove, to a good wit; How quickly the 
wrong fide may be turned outward ! 

Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton, 

Clo. 1 would, therefore, my ſiſter had had no name, Sir. 

Fio. Why, man? 

Co. Why, Sir, her name's a word; and to dally with 

that word, might make my ſiſter * But, indeed, 
words are very raſcals, ſince bonds as og hen: 

Vio. Thy reaſon, man? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words; 
and words are grown fo falſe, I am loth to prove reaſon 
with them. 

Vio. 1 warrant, thou art a merry fellow, and . for 
nothing. . 

C12. Not ſo, Sir, I do care For ſomething : but in my 
conſcience, Sir, I do not care for you; if that be to care 
for nothing. Sir, I would it would make you inviſible. 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's fool? | 

Clo. No, indeed, Sir; the lady Olivia has no folly : ſhe 
will keep no fool, Sir, til ſhe be married; and fools are 
as like huſbands, as pilchards are to berringez the huſband's 
the bigger: I am, indeed, not her fool, but her corrupter 

of words. | 

Pio. I ſaw thee late at the count Orfino! - 

Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb, like the ſun; 
it ſhines every where, I would be ſorry, Sir, but the 
fool ſhould be as oft with your maſter, as with my miſ- 
treſs: I think, I ſaw your wiſdom there. | 

| | | Vis 
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Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, I'll no more with thee. 
Hold, there's expences for thee. 


Clo, Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, ſend 


thee a beard ! 
Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee! I am almoſt fick for 


one; though I would not have 7 it grow on my Bike * 


thy lady within? 

Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir ? 

Vio, Yes, being kept together, and put to uſe. 
. _Cls. 1 would play lord Pandarus of F Gy to 

bring a Creſſida to this Troilus. 

Vio. J underſtand you, Sir; *tis well begg'd. 

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, Sir, begging but 
# begger; Creſſida was a beggar. My lady is within, 
Sir. I will conſter to them whence you come who 
you are, and what you would, is out of my welkin ; I 
might ſay, element; but the word is over- worn. 


NDio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool; 
And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit: 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jeſts, 

The quality of the perſons, and the time; 

And, like the haggard, check at every ſeather 

That comes before his eye. This is a practice, 

As full of labour as a wiſe man's art: 

For folly, that he wiſely ſhews, is fit; 

But wiſe men's folly fallen, quite taints their wit. 

Enter Sir To v and Sir ANDREW. 

Sir And. Save you gentleman. 

Fie. And you, Sir. | 

Sir To. Dieu vous garde, monſi eur. 

Vio. Et vous aii; votre ſerviteur. 


Sir To. 1 hope, Sir, you are; and I am yours — 1 


you encounter the houſe? my niece is deſirous you 
ſhould enter, if your trade be to her. | 

Vio. I am bound to your niece, Sir: I mean, ſhe is the 
lift of my voyage. 
Sir To. Take Tour legs, Sir, put them to motion. | 


R 3 Vis, 
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Pio. My legs do better underſtand me, Sir, than I un- 
derſtand whit you mean by bidding me taſte 425 legs. 
Sir To. I mean, to go, Sir, to enter. ; 

Vio. I will anſwer you with gait and entrance : But 
we are prevented. | 

Enter Olivia and MARIA. 

41a excellent accompliſh'd lady” , the heavens rain odours 
on you! | 

Sir And That youths a rare courtier ! Rain odours /! 
well. | 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own 
moſt pregnant and vouchſafed ear. 

Sir And. Odours, pregnant and —_— afed ! rol get em 
all three ready. 

Oli. Let the garden-door be mut, and leave me to my 
hearing. [ Exeunt Sir ToBy, Sir ANDREW, and MARIA. 
Give me your hand, Sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 

Oli. What 1s your name! ? {5-8 

Vie. Ceſario is your ſervant's name, fair princeſs, 

Oli My fervant, Sir! * was never merry world, 

Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment : g 
You are ſervant to the count Orfino, youth. 

Fio And he is yours, and his muſt needs be your's; 

Jour ſervant's ſervant is your ſervant, madam 
Oli. For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill'd with me 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf: 

Ol. O, by your 5 I pray you; 

I bade you never ſpeak again of him: 

But, would you undertake another ſuit, 
I had rather hear you to ſolicit that, 
Than mufic from the ſpheres, 

Vio. Dear Lady, —— 

Oli Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, 
After the laſt enchantment (you did hear), 

15 A ring in chace of you: - fo did i abuſe 
5 Myſelf, my ſervant, and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard conſtruction muſt I fir, 


” 
o 
” * 
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To force that on you, in a ſhameful cunning, 
| Which you knew none of yours: What might you think ? : 
Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts Ti 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of your recemnng 1 
Enough is ſnewn; a cyprus, not a boſom, 3 
mor "7 poor heart 3 So let me hear 2 1 e 
. 1 pity. you. | 
205 That s a degree to love. | — 
Vis. No, not a grice; for 'tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity-enemies. 3 
: Oli. Why then, methinks, tis time to ſmile again: 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 
It one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
'To fall before the lion than the wolf ? L Clock rites. 1 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time.— 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you: 
And yet, when wit and youth is come to harveſt, | 
Your wife is lite to reap a proper man: 2 = 
'There lies your way, due welt. 
Vio. Then weſtward, ho! 
Grace and good ditpoiition attend your ladyſhip! i 
You'll nothing OE to my lord by me-: | 
Oli Stay: | ra 
I pr'ythee, tell me, what thou think'ſt of me? £5 
Vio. That you do think, you are not what you are, 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the ſame of you. 
Vio. Then think you right; I am not what I am. 
Oli. I would you were as I would have you be! 


* 


Vic. Would it be better, madam, than l am? B 
I wiſh it might; for now I am your fool. 5 
Ou. O, what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful * 
In the contempt and anger of his lip! | | ; 8 


A murd'rous guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon 
Than love that would ſeem hid: love? 's night is noon, 
Cefario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 1 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, | 4 
I love thee fo, that mavgre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſhon hide. 
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Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 5 
For, that I woo thou therefore haſt no cauſe : 
But, rather, reaſon thus with reaſon fetter: 
Love ſought is good, but given unſought, is better. 
Vio. By innocence | ſwear, and by my youth, 
T have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 
And that no woman has; nor never, none 
Shall miſtreſs be of it, ſave I alone. 
And ſo adieu, good madam ; never more 
Will I my maſter's tears to you deplore, 
Oli. Vet come again; for thou, perhaps, may'ſt move 
Fhat heart, which now abhors to like his love, ¶ Exeunt. 


- 


ow 
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SCENE II. 


An Apartment in Ol tivi“ Houſe, Enter Sir ToBy, Sir 
| ANDREW, and FABIAN. 


Sir And, No, faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon. 

Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſoh, Sir Andrew, 

Sir And. Marry, I ſaw your niece do more favours to 
the count's lervingnaty, than ever ſhe beſtowed upon 
me; I ſaw't i' the orchard. 

Sir To. Did the ſee thee the while, old boy! tell me 
that? \ | 

Sir And. As plain as I ſee you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her towards 
you | | | : 
Sir And. Slight! will you make an aſs o' me? 

Fab. 1 will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reaſon. 

Sir Te. And they have been grand j jury-men, ſince be- 
fore Noah was a failor. 

Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your ſi he 
only to exaſperatc you, to awake your dormous valour, 
to put fire in your heart, and brimſtone in your liver: 


You ſhould then have accoſted her; and with ſome ex- 
cellent 
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cellent jeſts, fire-new from the mint, you mould have 


bang'd the youth into dumbneſs. This was look'd for. 


at your hand, and this was baulk'd: the double gilt of 
this opportunity you let time waſh off, and your are now 
fail'd into the north of my lady's opinion; where you 
will hang like an-icicle on a Dutchman's beard, unleſs you 
do redeem it by ſome laudable attempt, either of valour 
or policy. 
Sir And, And't be any way, it muſt be with valour ; 
for policy hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a poli- 
tician, 
Sir To. Why hn; build me thy fortunes upon the 
baſis of valour.. Challenge me the count's youth to fight 
with him; hurt him in eleven places; my niece ſhall take 
note of it; and aſſure thyſelf, there is no love-broker in 
the world can more prevail in man's commendation with. 
woman, than report of valour, _ 

Fab. "There i is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Will cither of you bear me a challenge to him 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand; be curſt and 
brief: it is no matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and 
full of invention: taunt him with the licence of ink: if 
thou thou him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be amiſs; and as 
many lies as will lie in thy ſheet of paper, although the 
ſheet were big enough for the bed of Ware in England— 
fet 'em down, go about it. Let there be gall enough in 
" ink; though thou write with a gooſe-pen, no mat- 

: About it. 
* And. Where ſhall 1 find you * _ 
Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo: Go. 


[ Exit Sir ANDREW, | 


Fab. This 3 is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby. © 
Sir To. I have been dear to him lad; may two thou- 
ſand ſtrong, or ſo. 

Fab. We mall WE a rare letter from him: but you'll 
not deliver't. 

Sir To, Never truſt me then; and by al means ſtir on 
the youth to an anſwer. I think, oxen and wain-ropes 
dannot hale them together, For Andrew, if he were 

| "OG 
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open 'd, and you find ſo much blood in his liver as will 
elog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reſt of the anatomy. 
Fab. And his oppoſite, the youth, bears in his moe 
no great preſage of cruelty, *. 
Enter MARIA. | 

Sir To. Look, where the youngeſt wren of nine comes, 
Mar. If you deſire che ſplzen, and will laugh your. 
felves into ſtitches, follow me: yon' gull Malvolio is 
turn'd heathen, a very renegado; for there is no chriſtian, 
that means to be ſav'd by believing rightly, can ever be- 
heve ſuch impoſlible paſſages of groſſneſs. He's in yel- 
low ſtockings! 

Sir To. And croſs- garter d? > 

Mar. Moſt villanoufly ; like a pedant that keeps a 
ſchool i” the church.—I have dogg'd him, like his mur- 
therer : He does obey every point of the letter that 1 
dropt to betray him. He does fmile his face into more 
lines than is in the new map, with the augmentation of 
the Indies ; you have not ſeen ſuch a thing as 'tis; I can 
hardly forbear hurling things at him. I know, my lady 
Will ſtrike him; if ſhe do, he'll imile, and take't for a 
great favour. i 

Sir To. Come, bring 0 ng us where he is 1 


—_— "Y 


SCENE 117. 


The Street. Enter ANTONI10, and SEBASTIAN, 


Seb. I would not, by my will, have troubled you; 

Bat, ſince you make your pleafure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not ſtay behind you; my deſire, 

More ſharp than filed ſteel, did ſpur me forth; 
And not all love ta ſee you (though ſo much, 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage), 

ut Jealouſy what might befal your travel, 

Being {killefs in theſe parts; which to a ſtranger, 

Unguided and unfriended, often prove 

Rough and unhoſpitable: Ny willing love, 


The | 


* 
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The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 

Set forth in your purſuit. - 

Sch. My kind Antonio, 8 

I can no other anſwer make, but, thanks, 

And thanks, and ever: Oft good turns . g 

Are ſhuffled off with ſuch uncurrent pay: 1 

But, were my worth, as is my conſcience, firm, | | 

You ſhould find better dealing. What's to do? 

Shall we go ſee the reliques of this town ? 

Ant. 'Co-morrow, Sir; beſt, firſt go ſee your lodging. 
Seb. I am not weary, and *tis long to night; 

I pray you, let us ſatisfy our eyes 

With the memorials, and the things of fame, 

That do renown this city. 

Ant. Would, you'd pardon me; 

I do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets: 

Once, in a ſea ſight, gainſt the duke his gallics, 

did ſome ſervice; of ſuch note, indeed, 

That, were | ta'en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 
Seb. Belike, you ſlew great number of his people. 
Ant. The offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature; 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody argument. 

lt might have ſince been anſwered in repaying 

What we took from them; which, for traffick's ſake, 
Moſt of our city did: only: myſelf ſtood out: . 
Yor which, if 1 be lapſed in this place, 4 

1 ſhall pay dear. | * 
Seb. Do not then walk too open. | 
Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, Sir, Wl O my purſe ; 

In the ſouth ſuburbs, at the Elephant, 

Is beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our diet, * 

Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your knowledge by” 

With viewing of the town; there ſhall you have me. 


5 


Seb. Why J your purſe ? | 1 

Ant. Haply, your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy .. 

You have deſire to purchaſe; and your ſtore, i | 
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. | = 
Seb. Ill be your purſe-bearer, and leave you for an hour. 4 

| Ant\ i 


* 
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Ant. To the Elephant —— ö 
Seb. I do remember. | [Excunt, 


* 


SCENE IV. 


— 


Oraivia's Houſe. Enter OLIvIA and MARIA. 


Oli have ſent after him: He ſays he'll come; 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow of him? 
For yuuth is bought more oft, than begg'd, or borrow'd. 
I ſpeak too loud.—— 
Where is Malvolio ?—he is ſad, and civil, 
And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes —— 
Where is Malvolio? 

Mar. He's coming, madam ; but in very ſtradge man- 

ner. | 

He is ins; poſſeſt, madam. : | 

Oli. Why, what's the matter? does EP rave! 

Mar. No, madam, 

He does nothing but ſmile : your ladyſhip were e beſt 
To have ſome guard about you, if he come, 
For, ſure, the man is tainted in his wits. 
Oli. Go, call him hither.— I'm as mad as he, 
Enter MaLvOLIO. | 
If fad and merry madneſs equal be. 
How now, Malvolio? | | 

Mal. Sweet lady, ho, ho! | Smiles funtaſtically. 

Oli. Smil'ſt thou? 
I ſent for thee upon a ſad occaſion. 

Mal. Sad, lady ? I could be ſad: This does make ſome 
obſtruction in the blood, this croſs-gartering : But what 
of that? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is with me as the 
very true ſonnet is: Pleaſe one, and pleaſe all. 

Oli. Why, how doſt _ man ? what is the matter 
with thee? _ 

Mal. Not black in my mind, though 8 in my 
legs: It did come to his hands, and commands ſhall be 
executed. I think we do know the ſweet Roman hand. 

; E,- — | Oli. 
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Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mal. To bed! ay, ſweet heart; and Ill come to thee. 
Oli. God comfort thee! Why doſt thou ſmile ſo, and 
kiſs thy hand ſo oft? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio? 

Mal. At your requeſt ? Ves; night ngales anſwer daws, 


Mar, Why appear you with this ridiculous boldneſs 
before my lady ? 


Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs :=" was well writ, 

Oli. What meaneſt thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Mal. Some are born great. | 

Oli. Ha? 

Mal. Some atchreve greatneſs goon 

Oi. What ſay'ſt thou? 

Mal. 4nd fome have greatneſs thruft upon them. 

CO.. Heaven reſtore thee! 

Mal. Remember æulio commended thy ye'low facing 2— 

O01 Thy yellow ſtockings! 

Mal. Ind wifh'd to 725 thee ergo. garter d. / 

0.1, Croſs- garter d. 

Mal. Goto: thou art 1 if thou defireſt to be ſo 20 

Oi Ami made! 
Mal. J not, let me ſee thee a ſervant lil 
| O. i. Why, this is a very m:dfumuner madneſs, 
Sn, Euter Servant. | 

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the count Orſi- 
no's is return'd ; could hardly entreat him back: he at- 
tends your ladyihip's pleaiure. 

Oi. Vil come to him Good Maria, let this follow be 
look'd to. Where's my coufin Toby? let ſome of my 
people have a fpecial care of him; I would not have him 
miſcarry tor the half of my dowry Exit. 

Maul. Oh, ho! do you come near me now? no worfe 
man than Sir oba to look to me ? | tris concurs directly 

with the lewer ; ihe ſends him on purpoſe, that 1 may 
appear itubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to that in the 
letter. Caſt thy bumb!eflough, ſays ſhe; —be oppoſite with @ 
biaſinan I * with ſervants ——-——, et thy t o/ gue tang with 
arguments of Hate fut tl yſe F into the trick of ſingu arily z 
Vol. Uh, 8 —— and, 
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and, conſequently, ſets down the manner how; as, 


a fad face, a reverend carriage, a flow tongue, in the ha- 
bit of a ſome Sir of note, and ſo forth. I have lim'd her: 
but it is Jove's doing, and Jove make me thankful! And, 
when ſhe went away now, Let this fe!loww be loot d to r= 
Fellow ! not Malvolio, nor aſter my degree, but fellow. 
Why, every thing adheres together; that no dram of a 
ſcruple, no ſcruple of a ſcruple, no obſtacle, no incredu- 
lous or unſafe circumſtance, — What can be ſaid ! Nothing, 


that can be, can come between me and the full proſpect 
of my hopes. Well, Jove, not 1, is * doer of this, and 
eh is to be thanked. 


Ne- enter Ma RIA, writh Sir Tony ant FABIAN. 
os To. Which way is he, in the name of ſanity ? If 
all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Legion him- 
ſelf poſſeſt him, yet PI ſpeak-to him. 
Fab. Here he is, here he is! How is't with you, Sir? 
how is't with you, man! 
MI. Go off; 1 diſcard vou; let me enjoy my private; ; 


go off. 


Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks with him! did 
not 1 tell you?: Sir Toby, my lady prays you to have 


Mal. hs ha! does-ſhe ſo? ya Es 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we muſt deal 
gently 0 him; let me alone. How do you, Malvo- 
Jio! how ist with you? What man? defy the devil: 


| conkider, he's an enemy to mankind. 


Mal. Do you know what you ſay? 
Mar. La you! an you ſpeak. ill of the devil, how he 


takes it at heart! Pray God, he be not bewitch' d! 


Fab. Carry his water to the wiſe woman. 
Mar. Marry, and it ſhall be done to-morrow morn- 
ing, if Hive. My lady would not loſe kim for more than 
11 . . | 

Mal. How now, miſtreſs? 

Mar, O Lord! 

Sir To. Pr'ytheg, hold thy. peace, this is not the ways 
Po you not ſce you move him? let me alone with him. 
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Fab. No way but gentleneſs; gently, gently : the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly ud. ] 
Sir To, Why, how RoW. WF bawcock? how doſt 
thou, chuck? 

Mal. Sir! | | 

Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What, man! *tis 
not for gravity. to P-ay. at cherry-pit with Satan: Hang 
him, foul collier! 
Mar. Get him to ſay. his n good Sir Toby, w_ 
ham to pray. 

41.4. My prayers, min !! 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of godlinefs,. 

Mal. Go, hang yourſelves all! you are idle ſhallow 


things! Lain not of your element; you ſhall know more 


hereafter, - | OTE . 
Sir To. Is't poſſible? 25 


Fas. if this were play d upon a ſtage now, I could con- 


demm it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius bath taken the infection of ther: 
de vice, man. 

Mar. Nay, purſue him now; leſt the device take air, 
and taint, 

Fab - Why, we ſhall make him mad, indeed. 

Mur. The houſe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room, and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that he is mad; 
we may carry it thus, for our pleaſure and his; penance, 


till our very paſtime, tired out of breath, prompt us to 


a ve mercy on him: at which time, we will bring the 
device to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of mad- 
men: But ſee, but ſee. 

a 5 Enter Sir Aba nw. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it; 1 warrant; 
there” s vinegar and pepper in't. 

. Fab, Is't to ſaucy ? 


Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him: do but read. 


Sir To: give me [Sir Tory reads. 
Fauib, woatfoever thou art, thou art bat @ [curvy fllow.” 
P . 8. & - . Lads. 
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Fab Good and valiant. 
Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire net in thy mind, 25 2 
do call thee fo, for I will ſbeau thee no raoſon for't. | 

Fab A good note; that keeps you from the "_ of 
the law. 
Sir To. Thou com'ſ? to the lady Olivia, and in my J * foe 


© wes thee bind y: but thou licft in thy throat, that is not the 


matier I challenge thee fer. 
Fab. Very brict, and exceeding good ſenſe-leſs. 
Sir To. I will way-lay thee going bome; where if it be 
ty change to kill 16. ; 
Fab. Good, 
Sir To. Thou 2ſt me like a rogue and @ villain. 
Fab, Still you keep o' the windy oo of the law: 


Gocd. 
Sir To. Fare thee ⁊cc And Cod have mercy ſein one of 


. eur fouls ! He may have mercy upon mine; but my bope is bet- 


ter, and ſo 100k to thyſelf, Thy friend, as thou uſiff ag and 
thy fwer: enemy, ANDREW AGUE=-CHEEK. 
Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: 
i] giv't him. < | 
Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for t; he is now 
in ſome commerce with my lady, and will by d by de- 
8 — | 
Sir Te. Go, Sir Andrew, ſcout me for him at the cor- 
ner of the orchard, like a bum-bailiff; ſo ſoon as ever. 


thou ſeelt kim, draw; and, as thou draw ſt, ſwear hor- 


Tibly : for it comes to pals oft, that a terrible oath, with 
a iwaggering accent ſharply twanged oft, gives mathood 
more approbat.on than ever proof iclf would ba ve carn'd 
him. Away, 

Eir And Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. [ Exif. 

Sir To. Now will not ; deliver has letter: for the be- 
haviour ot the young gentlemen gives him out to be of 
good capacity and breeding; his employment betwcen his 
lord and my niece confirms no es; therefore this letter, 
being to cxcellently ignorant, wall breed no terror in the 
youth, he wall find it comes from a clodpole. But, Sir, 


+4 will deliver his e by word ef inouth; ſet upon 


Azue- 


4 
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Ague- check a notable report of valour; and drive the 


gentleman (as, I know, his youth will aptly receive it) 


iato a moſt hideous opinion of his rage, ikill, fury, and 
impetuolity, This will fo fright them both, that they 
WII kill one another by the look, like cockatrices. 
Enter OLivia, and VIOLA. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece; give them way, 
till he take leave, and preſently after 12 

Sir To. 1 will meditate the while upon ſome horrid 
meſſag ge for a challenge. neut. 

02. have ſaid too much unto a heart of lone, 
And laid minchonour too unchary out: 
There's ſomething in me, that repro ves my fault; 
But iuch aheaditrong potent fault it is, 
Fhat it but mocks reprook, 

Vis. With the ſame haviour that your pathon bears, 
Goes on my maſter's grief. 

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, tis my picture; 
Reluſe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you: 
And, I beſeech you, come again to-morrow. 
What ſhall you alk of me, that L'Il deny; 
Tnat honour, ſat'd, maj upon atking give? 


Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter, _ 


Oli. How with mine honour may I give him that, 
Which L have given to vou! ? 

Vio. I will acquit you. 

Oli. Well, come again to-morrow : Fare thee well; 

A tiene, like thee, m:pht bear my jout to Heil. { Exit 
Re. enter Sir Tov, and Fabiats 

$i» To. Gatleman, God lavèe thee, 

io. And you, Sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't: of 
what nature the wrongs are thou haſt dong him, I know 
not; but thy intercepter, full of deſpight, bloody as te 
hunter, attends thee at the orchard end; diſmiount thy 


tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for ty alallault * 


quick, ſxilful, and Eats | | 
Fie. You miitake, Sit; J am ſare no man hath any 
+ gquarrel 
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quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free and clear 


. from any image of offence to any man. 


Sir To, You'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you: at 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard; for your oppoſite hath in him what youth, 


ſtreygth, ſkill, and wrath, can furniſh man withal. 


Vio. I pray you, Sir, who is he? 

Sir To. He is knight, dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, 
and on carpet confideration but he is a devil in private 
brawl : ſouls and bodies hath he divorced three; and Eis 
incenſement at this moment is ſo. implacable, that ſatiſ- 
faction can be none but by pangs of death and ſepulchre: 
Hob, nob, is his word; give't, or take't. 

Vio. I will return again into the houſe, and deſire ſome 
conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have heard of 
ſome kind of men, that put quarrels pur poſely on others 
to taſte their valour; belike, this is a man of that quirk. 
S. Tho. Sir, no; his indignation derives itſelf out of a 
very competent injury; therefore, get you on, and give 
kim his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe, unleſs. 
you undertake that with me, Which with as much ſafety 
you might anſwer him: therefore, on, or ſtrip your 
word ſtark naked; for meddle you muſt, that's certain, 
or forſwear to wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil, as ſtrange, 1 beſeech you, do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the knight what 
ry offence to him is; it is ſomething ol my negligence, 
nothing of my purpoſe, 

Sir To. I will do ſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this 
gentleman, "till my return. [Exit Sir Toy, 

Lio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know, the knight is incens'd againſt you, even 
to a mortal arbitrament ; but nothing of the e 
more. 3 

Vio. I beſcech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful p1omile, to read him 
by his form, as you are like to fund him in the proof of 
his valour. He is, indeed, Sir, the moſt ſkilful, bloody, 
and fatal oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found in 

_ 15 "By 
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any part of myria; ; Will you walk towards him? I wif 
make your peace with him, if I can. 

Fis. | ſhall be much bound to you for it: N one, 
that had rather go with fir prieſt, than ſir knight: I care 


not v-ho knows ſo much of my mettle. [ Excunt, 
Re-enter Sir Tony, with Sir AN DREW. 


Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil ; 1 have not ſeen 
ſuch a virago. I had a paſs with him, rapier, ſcabbard, 
and all, and he gives me the ſtuck—in with ſuch a mor- 
tal motion, rhat it is inevitable: and on the anſwer, he 
pays you as ſurely as your feet hit the ground they ſtep 
en: They ſay he has been fencer to the Sophy, - 

Sir And. Pox on't, il not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be es Fabnn 


can ſcarce hold him vonder. 
Sir and Plague on't; an I thought he had been ve 


Jant, and ſo cunning in fence, I'd have ſeen him damn'd 
ere I'd have challeng'd him. Let, him let the matter 
lip, and IIl give han my horſe, grey Capillet. 

Sir Zo, ll make the motion: Stand here, make a 
good ſhew on'r, this ſhall end without the perdition of 
ſouls, Marry, Il ride your horſe as well as I ride you. 


[ 4/ides 
- Re-enter Fa RIAN aud VIOLA. 
I have his horſe to take up the quarrel ;. I have perſuaded - 
him the youth's a devil 7% FABIAN, 

Fa. He is as horribly conceited of him; and pants, 
and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels: 

Sir To. There no remedy, Sir, he will fight with you 
for's oath ſake : marry, he had better bethought him of 
his quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to be worth 
talking of : therefore draw for the ſupportance of his 
vow ; he proteſts he will pot hurt you 

Vio. Pray God defend me! a little thing would make 
me tell them how much | Jack of a man. [ 4/ide, 

Fab Give ground, if you ſee him furious | 

Sir To Comme, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; the 
gentleman will, for his honour's ſake, have one bout with 
vi he cannot by the ducllo avoid it: but he has pro- 

| mis'd 
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mis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a ſoldier, he will not. 
kurt you. . Conie on; to't. [ They draws 
Sir And. Pray God, he keep bis oath ! 
Eater ANTONIO, 
Vio T do aſſure you, 'tis againſt my will. 
Ant. Put up your ſword :- If this young gentieman- 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me? | 
II you oficnd him, I for him defy vou. Dracving. 
Sir Te. You, Sir ? why, what are you ? ; 
An. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet to do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will: 
Sit To. N ay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 
[Draws 
. Officers: 
Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here comes the office 1s. 
Sir To: I will be with you anon. | 
Fio Pray, Sir, put your fword up, if you pleaſe. 
. Ze Sir ANDREW, 
Sir Aud. Marry, will, Sir; and, for that 1 promis * 
you, 'i be as good as my word —He will bear you ca» 
fily, and reins well. | 
I CZ. This is the man; do thy office. 
% Of. Antonio, | net thee at the ſuit of count Orſino, 
Ant. You do miſtake me, Sir. « 
1 OF No, Sir, no jot; I know your ſavour well, 
Though now you have no fea-cap on your head—_ 
Take him away; he knows I know him well. 
Ant. ] muſt obey —This comes with ſeeking you; 
But there's no remedy; I Ilall- anſwer it. 
What will you do? Now my neceſſity 
Makes me to aſk you for my purſe : It grieves me 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befalls myſelf, Tou ſtand ainaz'd; 
But be of comfort. 
2 Off. Come, Sir, away. = 
Ant. 1 mu?! entreat of you ſome of that money. 
Vio. What money, Sir! 
For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And, part, being prompred by your preſent trouble, 
. . Out 
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Out of my Jean and low ability - 
I'll lend you ſomething : my having is not much; 
I'll make diviſion of my preſent with you: 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 
Is't poilible, that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perſuahon? Do not tempt my miſery, 
Leſt that it make me io uniound a nan, 
As to upbraid you with taoie Kindneues: , 
That 1 have done for you. 

Vio. I know oi none, 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature: 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than hing, vainncls, baboling, drunkenneſs, 
Or any tauit of vic, Whole iirong 1 
Inhabus our frail blood. 

Ant. O heavens themſelves! 


2 Of: Come, Sir, I pray you, go. | 


An. Let me ſpeak a httle. I His youth 2 you ſee 


here, 
1 ſnatch'd one half out of the j jawes of death; 
Relie vd him with ſuch fanRi ity of love _ 
And to his image, which, methought, did promiſe 
Moit venerable worth, did | devation. 
1 What's that to us ?—the time goes dx oe ARS 
Ani But, oh; how vile an idol proves this god. 
Thou haft, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame, 
In nature there's no blemiſa, but the mind; 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind ;: 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil. 
Are empty trunks, o'erflourui'd. by the devil, 
I Off, The man grows 9 FO with him. 
Come, come, Sir. 
Ant, Lead me on, [Exit ANTONIO with Offcern 
. Vio, Methinks his words do from ſuch pathon fly, 
That he believes himſelf: fo do not i. 
Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true, 
That I, dear brother, be no ta'en for you! 
#ir Te. Come hither, knight; come 6 hither, Fabian ; 
We'll 
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We'll whiſper o'er a couplet or two of moſt ſage ſaws. 
Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian : I my brother know 
Yet living in my glaſs ; even ſuch; and ſo, 
In favour was my brother; and he went: 
Still in this. faſhion, colour, ornament, - 
For him I imitate : Oh, if it prove, 
Tempeſts are Kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love! [ Exit. 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, -and more a cow-- 
ard than a hare; his diſhoneſty appears, in- leaving his- 
friend here in neceſſity, and denying him; and for his 
cowardihip, aſk Fabian. 
Fab. A coward,.a moſt devout coward, religious i in it. 
Sir And. Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him ſoundly, but never draw thy 
fword. TELE 
Sir And. An I do not, 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event. 
Sir 20. I dare lay any money, twill be nothing yet. 
en, 


[Exit Sir ANDs 
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ACT IF. SCENE T. 


The freet, Enter SEBASTIAN, and Clown, 


Cloꝛon. 


Wir you make me believe, that F am not Tone for 
you? 5 | 
_ 824, Go to, go to, thou art-a fooliſh fellow; 

Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo. Well held out, i- faith! No, I 4 not know you; 
nor | am. not ſent to you by my lady, to bid you come- 
ſpeak with her; nor your name is not matter Ceſario; 
nor this is not my noſe neither. Nothing that is fo, is ſo. 

Seb. I pr'ythee vent thy folly ſome where elſe; thou. 
knoweſt not me. | | 

Cle. Vent my folly ! He has heard that word oi ſome 
great man, and no applies it to a lo. Ven my tolly ! 
1 \ 


4 Te. HAT YOU'WILL. 241715 


I am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a cock» | 


ney ——1 pr'ythee now, ungird thy ſtrangeneſs, and tell 
me what 1 ſhall vent to my lady: Shall I vent to "0 
thatthou art coming? 

Seb I pr'ythee, fooliſh ore depart from me; 
There's money for thee; if you tarry longer, 

I ſhall give worſe payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou. haſt.an open hand: Fheſe wiſe 
men, that,give fools money, get themſelves a good re- 
port after fourteen years“ purchaſe. | | 

Enter Si, ANDREW, Sir Tosv, and FAS1AN, 
a Si: Apd. Now, Sir, have I met you again? there's for 


you. [Striking SEBASTEANs 
Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there: 
Are all the people mad ? [ Beating Sir ANDREW. 


Sir To. Hold, Sir, or II throw your dagger o'er the 
houte, 

Clo. This will T tell my lady ſtraight: of would not be 
in ſome of your coats for two-pence, [Exit Chong 

Sir To. Come on, Sir; hold. Holding 8x B. 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, Il go another way to 
work with him; I'll have an action of battery againſt 
him, if there be any law in Illyria: though l ſtruck him 
firſt, yet it's no matter for that. | 

Seb, Let go thy hand. e | TY 

Sir To, Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come, my 


young ſoldier, 1 up your iron: you are well leſh'd'! 
come on. 


Seb. I will be free from thee. Wan wouldſt thin 


| now. ? 1 
If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 
Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I muſt have an ounce 
or two of this malapert blood from you. 
| ( They draw and fights 
Enter QL1v14, 
0H Hold, Toby, on thy life, I charge thee, hold... 
Sir To Madam ? 

Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch, 

Fit. for the mountains, and the barbarous caves, 
| Where 
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Where manners ne'er were preach'd! out of wy ſight ! 
Be not offended, dear Ceſario! 
Rudeſby, be gone -I pr 'ythee, gentle friend. 

[ £& xeunt Sir ToBy and Sir ANDREW, 


Let thy. far wiſdom, not thy paſſion, ſway 


In this uncivil and unjuſt extent 


Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my e 
And hear thou there how many fruitleſs pranks 
This ruſan hath botch'd vp, shat thou thereby 


 May'it ſmile at this: thou ſhall not chooſe but bj 


Do not der: Beſhrew his-ſoul for me, 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Sch. What relifh is in this? how runs the ſtream ? 
Or lam mad, or elſe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſteep; 
If it be thus to dream, ſtill let me ſleep! 
Oli. Nay, come, [ pr'ythee 3 'Would,thou'dſ: be rul'd 
by me! 
8b. Madam, I will. 
017. O, tay lo, and fo be! 


** 
— 


SCENT * 


| 5 i 5 
An apartment in Olivia“ houſe, Enter MARIA, and Clown, 


Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, anu this 
beard, make him belicve, thou art Sir Topas the curate 
do it quickly; Ph call Sir Toby the whilſt. | | 
. 6 Exit MA vIA. 

Clo. Well, PH put it on, and I will diſſemble my ſelf 
in't and 1 would I were the firſt that ever diſſembled 
ir ſuch a gown I am not tall enough to become the 
function well; nor lean enough to be thought a good 
ſtudent: but to be ſaid, an honeit man, and a good houſe» 
keeper, 3 Joes As fairly, as to ſay, a carctul man, and a 


great ſcholar; Tho compctitors enter. 


\ 


44 V. wur You WILL. 217 


Enter Sir ToBy, and Ma RIA. 
Sir. To. Jove bleſs thee, maſter parſon. 
Clo. Bones Dies, Sir Toby: for as the old hermit of 
Prague, that never ſaw pen nor ink, very wittily ſaid to 
a niece of king Gorboduc, That, that is, is : fo l, being 


maſter parſon, am maſter parion ; For what is that, but 


that; and is, but is? 
Sir Te To him, Sir Topas. 
Clo. What, hoa, I ſay,——Peace in this pr; rfon! 
Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good knaye. 
Mal. [ Within.) Who calls there? 
Clo. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to viſit Malvo- 
ho the lunaticx. * 
Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir bf, Fave go to my 
as 


. Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how 1 thou this 


man? talkeſt thou of nothing but of ladies? 
Sir To. Well ſaid, maſter par ſon. 


Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd; good 


Sir Topas, do not think I am mad; they have laid me 

here in hideous darkneſs. 

Clo. Fye, thou diſhoneſt Sathan ! I call thee by he 
moſt modeſt terms; for I am one of thoſe gentle ones, 
that will uſe the devil himſelf with courtſey; Say'it thou, 
that houſe is dark ? 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it hath bay windows tranſparent as barrica- 
does, and the clear {tones towards the ſouth-north are as 
luſtrous as ebony; aud yet A thou of obſtruc- 
tion? 

Mal. 1 am not mad, Sir Topas; 1 Gy'te to you this houſe 
is dark, 

Clo. Madman, thou e I ſay,” there's no darkneſs, 
but ignorance ; ; in which thou art more puzzled, than the 
Egyptians in their fog. 

h Mal. I fay this houſe is as dark as ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell; and i ſay, there was ne- 
ver man thus abus'd: I am no more mad than you are, 
make the trial of it in any conſtant queſtian, | 

- Fol ML - © ky en: Cle. 
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| Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 

| wild-fowl ? 
[ 1 | Mal. That the ſoul of our grandam might TE inha- 
1 dit a bird. 

| Clo. What think'ſt thou of his opinion ? 

| Mal. I think nobly of the ſoul, and no way © rt | 

| his opinion. 

| Clo. Fare thee well: Remain thou ſtill in darkneſs : 
thou ſhalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, ere 1 will al- 
low of thy wits ;- and fear to kill a woodcock, leſt thous 
0 diſpoſſeſs the ſoul of thy grandam. Fare: thee . 
0 Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas 
| Sir To. My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas 
1 Clo. Nay, I am for all waters 
1 Mar. Thou might'ſt have done this without thy beard 

j | and gown; he ſecs thee not. 
4 Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find'ſt him: 1 would, we were all rid of 
bt this knavery. If he may be convenicntly deliver'd, 1 
4 | would he were; for I am now ſo far in offence with my 
1 niece, that I cannot purſue with any ſafety this ſport to 
the upihot. Come by and by to my chamber. 

Exit with MARIA. 
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Clo. Zey, Robin, jolly Robin, 25 
Tell me how thy lady does, ___ [Singing. 

| Mal. Fool 
1 - Clo. Dy lady is unkind, perdy. 
| Mal. Fool »_ 

Clo. Alas, why is fhe ſo? 

Mal. Fool, I ſay 

| Clo. She loves another —— Who calls, ha? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at my 
hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper; as 
Iama gentleman, I will live to be thankful to thee for't. 

Clo. Maſter Malv yo” | | 

Mal. Ay, good fo 

Clo. Alas, Sir, Ds fell you beſide your five wits ? 

Mal Fool, there was never a man fo notoriouſly a- 
bus'd: 1 am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 


* 


Cle, 


in Illyria. 
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Clo. But as well? then you are mad, indeed, if you be 
no better in your wits than a fool. 
Mal. They have here property'd me; keep me in 


darkneſs, ſend miniſters to me, aſſes, and do Alithey can 


to face me out of my wits. 
Clo. Adviſe you what you ſay; the miniſter is here. 
—Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens reſtore ! 


endeavour thyſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble 


badble. | - 

Mal. Sir 8 | ; 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, ed fellow.— 
Who, I, Sir? not I, Sir. God b'w'you, good Sir . 
— Marry, amen —I will, Sir, I will. | 

Mul. Fool, fool, fool, I ſay,— 


Clo. Alas, Sir, be patient. What ſay you, Sir? I am 


ment for ſpeaking to you. 

Mil. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſome pa- 
per; I'll tell thee, I am as well in _y Wits, as any man 

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were, Sir! 

Mal By this hand, Jam: Good fool, ſome ink, pa- 
per, and light, and convey what! {et down to my lady; 
it ſhall advantage thee more than ever the bearing of let- 
ter did. 3 

C:o.. will help you to to't. But tell me true, are you 
not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 

Mal Belie e me, I am not; I telF thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I' ne'er believe a mad man, *till I ſee his 
brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink, 
Mal. Fool, I'll requite it in the higheſt degree; I 

pr'ythee, be gone. 
Clo. T am gone, bw, [Singing. 
h And anon, Sir, 
Tl be with you again, 
In a trice, 
Lide to the old vice, 
Tour need to Suſtain ; 


Who wvith dagger of lath,.. 85 
Jn bis rage au bis wrath, 5 3 
fo T 2 ; Cries, 
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Cries, ab, ha |! io the devil. 
Like a mad lad, 
Pair thy nails, dad, 
Adieu, goodman ei, | -  [Ezit, 


Ac I. 


k SCENE 117. 


9 s Carden. Enter SEBASTIAN, 

Seb. This is the air; that is the glorious ſun ; 
This pearl ſhe gave me, I do feePt, and ſee't: 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madneſs. Where's Antonio then? 

I could not find him at the Elephant: 

Yet there he was; and there! found this credit, 
That he did range the town to ſeek me out. 
His counſel] now might do me golden ſervice ; 
For though my ſoul Airputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madnels, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 

That I am ready to diuruſt mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reaſon, that perſuades me 
To any other truſt, but that Jam mad, | 
Or elſe the lady's mad; yet, if *twere ſo, 

She could not ſway her houſe, command her followers, 
Take, and give back, affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable bearing, 
As, I perceive, ſhe does: there's ſomething in't 
That is deceivable But here the lady comes. 

Enter OL1via, and a Prieſt. 

Oli. Blame not this haſte of mine: If you mean wild 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, 
Into the chantry by: there, before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated roof, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith; 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful ind 
May live at peace : He ſtall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, “ 

7 » bogs What 
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What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you ſay? 
Seb. j1 follow this good man, aud go with you; 
And, having ſworn truth, ever will be true. 
Oli. Then lead the way, good father ;——And hows 
vens ſo ſhine, 
That they may fairly note this act of mine 5 e | 


ACT v. SCENE V 


* be fireet, Enter Chou and FABIAN.s 3 


Fabian, 


Mo as thou lovſt me, let me ſee his letter. 

Clo. Good maſter Fabian, grant me another requeſt. 

Fab. Any thing. 

| Cho. Do not deſire to fee this Jeter, | 5 

Fab. That is, to give a dog, and, in recompenſe, de- 
ſire my dog again. 

"Dade Duke, VioLa, and Attendants. 

Dae. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 

C!o. Ay, Sir; we are ſome of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well; How doſt thou, my good fel- 


low ?. 
Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for 1 2 and the worſe 


for my ſriends. 

Duke. Juſt the contrary ; the better for thy ſriends. 

Clo. No, Sir, the worſe. 

Due. How can that be? 

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and * an aſs of 
me; now my foes tell me plainly I am an afs: fo that by 
my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of myſelf; and by 
my friends I am abuſed : ſo that, concluſions to be as 
kiſſes, if your four negatives make your two affirmatives, 
why, then the worſe for my RG, and the better for 


my ſoes, | 
„ © 
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Duke. Why, this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth, Sir, no; though it pleaſe you to be 
one of my friends. 

Dube. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me; there's 

old, | 
1 Clo. But that it would be double- dealing, Sir, I would 
you could make it another. | 

Duke. O, you give me ill counſel. | Z 
Ie. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this once, 
and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to uy a double 
dealer; there's another. 

Clo. Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good ny; and the old 
ſay ing 1 is, the third pays for all; the triplex, Sir, is a good 
tripping meaſure; or the bells of St. Bennet rv may put 
you in mind, One, two, three, 

Duke. You can fook no more money out of me at this 
throw: if you will let your lady know, [ am here to ſpeak 
with her, and bring her alopg with you, it may awake 
my bounty further. : 

Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty, till I come a- 
gain. I go, Sir; but I would not have you to think, that 
my deſire of hank] is the fin of coyetouſneſs : but, as you 
fay, catch let your bounty | take a nap, and 1 will wake it 
anon. = [Exit Clown, 

| Enter AxToN10, and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 

Duke That face of his | do remember well; 

Yet, when 1 ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 

As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoke of war: 

A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 

For fallow draught, and bulk, unprizable; 

With which fack: ſcathful grapple did he make 

With the moſt noble bottom ot our fleet, 

That very envy, and the tongue of loſs, | 
Cry'd fame and honour to him — What's the matter? 

1 OF Orſino, this is that Antonio, 

That took the Phoenix, and her fraught, . * 


And this is he, that did the Tyger board, 
5 When 
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When your young nephew Titus loſt his leg: 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame, and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my fide; 
But, in concluſion, put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I know not what twas, but diſtraction. 

Due Notable pirate! thou ſalt-water thief! 
What fooliſh boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou, in terms ſo bloody, and ſo dear, 

Haſt made thine enemies ? 
Ant. Orſino, noble Sir, | 
Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me; 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate, 
Though, I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
Orſino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither :: 
That moſt ungrateful boy there, by your ſide, 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem; a wreck paſt hope he was: 
His life 1 gave him, and did thereto add 
My love, without retention, or reſtraint, 
All his in dedication : for his ſake, 
Did I expoſe myſelf, pure for his love, 
Into the danger of this adverſe town; 
Drew to defend him, when he was r 4 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger), 
Taught him to face me our of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years- removed thing, 
While one would wink; deny'd me mine own 
Which I had recommended to his uſe 
Not half an hour before. 
Vio. How can this be? 
Duke. When came he to this town ? 
Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three months before 
{No interim, not a minute's vacancy), 
Both day and night did we keep company. 
Enter OLI VIA and Attendants. 
Due. Here comes the counteſs; now heaven walks on 
earth. Fa 


But 
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But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words ge madneſs ; 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me : 
But more of that anon ——Take him aſide. 
Oli. What would my lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario, you do not keep promils with me. 
Jio. Madam? 
Duke. Gracious Olivia. 
Oli. What do you ſay, Ceſario ?!——Good my lord 
Vio. My lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me. | 
Oli. If it be ought to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fullome to mine ear, | 
As howling after muſic, 
Duke. Still fo cruel ? 
Oli. Still fo conſtant, lord. 
Duke. What, to perverſeneſs? you uncivil lady, 
To whoſe ingrate and inauſpicious altars 
My ſoul the faithful ft offerings hath breath'd out, 
That e'er devotion tender'd! What ſhall I do? | 
0:3. Even what it pleaſe my lord, Fat ſhall ben 
him. 
Duke Why ſhould I not, had I the heart to FR it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, 
Kill what I love; a ſavage jealouſy, 
That ſometimes ſa vours nobly ? But hear me this: 
Since you to non-regardance caſt my faith, 
And that I partly know the inſtrument, 
That ſcrews me from my true place in your favour, 
Live you, the matble-breaſted tyrant, ſtill; 
But this your minion, whom, I know, you love, 
And whom, by heaven, I ſwear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out cf that cruel eye, 
Where he ſits crowned in his maſter's ſpight.—— 
Come, boy, with mie; my thoughts are ripe in miſ- 
chief ; | 
Pl ſacrifice the lamb that I do love, 15 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dovce. [Going. 
Vio. And l, moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do 255 reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. | Following. 
01. 
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Oli. Where goes Ceſario? 
Vio. After him I love, ws 
More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than eer I ſhall love wife: 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above, 
| Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love! 
Oli. Ay me, deteſted! how am I beguil'd! 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong # 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thyſclf ? ls it ſo long? 
Call forth thy holy father, © * | 
Duke. Come, away, To VIOLA, 
Oui. Whither, my lord ?—Cefario, huſband, ſtay, 
Duke Huſband ? | 
Oli Ay, huſband! Can he that deny? 
Dude. Her huſband, „ firrah ; ? 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. | 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up; 
Be that thou know'ſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear ſt.—0 welcome, ſather ! 
| Tuer mig, 
Father, I charge thee by thy reverence, 
Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion nor 
| Reveals before *tis ripe) what thou doſt know, 
Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 
Pri. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joindure of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Strengthenèd by interchangement of your rings; 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony: 


Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grave. 


I have travell'd but two hours, 
Duke. O thou diſſembling cub ! what wilt thou be, 
When time hath ſown a grizzle on thy caſe ? 
Or will not-elſe thy craft fo quickly grow, 
That. thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewell, 
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Farewell, and take her; but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet, 
Vio. My lord, I do proteſt, — 
Dli. O, do not ſwear; 
Hold little faith, though thou haſt too much fear, 
Enter Sir ANDREW, with his bead broke 

Sir And For the love of God, a ſurgeon ; and ſend one 
_ preſently to Sir Toby. 

Oli. What's the matter? 

Sir And. H'as broke my head acroſs, and given Sir To- 
by a bloody coxcomb too: for the love of God, your 
help: I had rather than forty pound, I were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this, Sr Andrew? 

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Ceſario: we took 
him for a coward, but he's the very devil incardinate. 

Duke My gentleman, Ceſario! 

Sir Aid. Od's lifelings, here he is z>—You broke my 
head for nothing: and that that I did, I was ſet on to 
do't by Sir Toby 

Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? I neyer hurt you ; 
You drew: vour ford upon me without cauſe; 

But J Ne you fair, and hurt you not. 

Sir And. If a dio coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 

me; i think, Jou ſet nothing by a bloody coxcomb, 
Enter Sir TosBy, drunk, led by the Clown. 

Here comes Sir Toby halting, you ſhall hear more: 
but if he had not been in drink, he would have tickled 
you othergates than he did 

Duke. How now, gentleman, how is't with you! ? | 

Sir To That's all one; he has hurt me, and there's an 
end on't.—Sot, didit ſee Dick ſurgeon, ſot? | 

Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, above an hour agonez 
his eyes were ſet at eight i' the morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a paſſy-meaſure pavin: 
I hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with bim? Who hath made this havock 
with them? 

Sir And. II help you, Sir Toby, cb we'll be dreſt | 


| PR 
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Sir To. Win you help an aſs-head, and a coxcomb, and | 
a knave ; a thin-fac'd knave, a gull? | | 
[ Exeunt Clown, Sir ToBy, and Sir ANDREW. 
" 03. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 
Enter SEB.STIAN., ' 
| Seh. 1 am ſorry, madam, I have hurt your kinſmanz 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
Il muſt have done no leſs, with wit, and ſafety, 
You throw a ſtrange regard upon me, and 
By that I do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but ſo late ago. 
Duke, One face, one voice, one habit, and two per= 
ſons; 
A natural perſpective, that 1s, and is not! 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio 
How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me, 
Since I have loſt thee ? 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 
Seb. Fear'ſt thou that, Antonio? 
i Ant. How have you made diviſion of yourſelf? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two Features. Which is Sebaſtian ? : | 
Oli. Moſt wonderful! | 
Seb. Do I ſtand there: I never had a brother: | 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 
Of here and every where. I had a ſiſter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges _ devour d [ 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [ To VIOLA. = 
What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ? : 
Vio. Of Meſſaline; Sebaitian was my father; 
Such a Sebaſtian was ts brother too, 
So went he ſuitcd to his watry tomb : | 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, - | 8 if 
You come to fright us. | : 
Seb. A ſpirit | am, indeed; 
But am in that dimenſions grolsly clad, 
Which from the womb 1 did participate. 
Were you a woman as the reſt goes even, 
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J ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And ſay— Thrice welcome, drown'd Viola! 
Vio. My father had a mole upon. his . 

: Seb. And fo had mine. | 
| Vio And dy'd that day when Viola from her birth 
| had number'd thirtcen years. | 
| | Seb. O, that record is lively in my ſoul! 
| He finiſhed, indeed, his mortal act, 
| | That day that made my ſiſter thirteen years, 
| | Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, | 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire, 
| Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance 
| Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump, 
| That I am Viola: which to confirm, 

I'll bring you to a captain in this town 

Where lie my maid's weeds; by whoſe gentle help 
I was preſerv'd, to ſerve this noble count: 

All the occurrence of my fortune ſince 

Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it lady, you have been miſtook : 
i Zo Olivia, 


But nature to her "ik drew in that, 
You would have been contracted to a maid ; 
Nor are you therein by my life deceiv'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man, 
Duke. Be not amaz'd; right noble is his blood. — 
If this be fo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 


I ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck : 
Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times, [To VIOLA, 


Thou never ſhouldſt love woman like to me, 
Vio. And all thoſe ſayings, I will over· ſwear; 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true in ſoul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That ſevers day from night. 
Duke. Give me thy hand; 
And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds. 
Vio. The captain, that did bring me firſt on ſhore, | 
Hath my maid's garments : he, upon ſome action, 
Is now in durance; at Malvolio's ſuit, 


— 
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A. gentleman, and follower of my lady's. 

Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: Fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 

They ſay, poor gentleman, he's much diſtract. 
Renter Clown, with a letter. 

A moſt extracting frenzy of mine .π] m 

From my remembrance elearly baniſh'd his- 

How does he, ſirrah? 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the ſtave's 
end, as well as a man in his caſe may do: Was here writ 
a letter to you; I ſhould have .given't you to-day morn- 
ing; but as a madman's epiſtles are no golpels, 10 it ſkills 
not much when they are deliver'd. 

Oli. Open't, and read it. WINGS 

Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool deli- 
vers the madman. —By the Lord, madam 

Oli. How now, art thou mad? 

| Clo, No, madam. I do but read madneſs: an your 
ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you muſt allow 
VOX. 


Oli. Pr'ythee, read i“ hy right wits. 


Co. So | da, Madonna; but to read his right wits, is 


to read thus: theteſars perpend, my e and give 
ear. 
Oli. Read it you, "Grands [To FABIAN, 
Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, and 
the world ſball know it; though you have put me into darkneſs, 


aud given your drunken couſin rule over me, yet have 1 the be- 


nefit of my ſenſes, as well as your ladyſvip. ] have your own 


letter that induced me to the ſemblance I put on; with the 
 vbich, I doubt not but to do myſelf much right, or you much 
ſhame, Think of me as you pheuſe. T1 leave my duty a little 


unt hong ht V, and ſpeak out of my injury. 
The madly-ufſed MATLvor 10. 


Oli. Did he write this? 
Ch. Ay, madam. 
Due. This ſavours not much of a 
Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian; bring him hither. 


My lord. ſo pleaſe you, theſe things * thought on, 
Vor. III. v To 
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To think me as well a ſiſter as a wife, 
One day ſhall crown the alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you, 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt. 

Dude. Madam, I am moſt apt to embrace your offer. 

Your maſter quits you: and, for your ſervice done him, 
So.much againſt the metal of your ſex, [To VioLa. 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And ſince you calld me maſter for fo long, 
Here is my hand; you ſhall from this time be 
Your maſter's miſtreſs. 

Oli. A fifter ?—You are ſhe. 

Re-enter FABIAN, with MALVOLIO. 

Duke. Is this the madman ? 

Ol Ay, my lord, this fame : How now, Malvolio ? 

Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, notorious 
wrong. f 

Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. 

Mal. Lady, you have. Pray you, peruſe that . 5 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand, = ; 
Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phraſe; 

Or, ſay, tis not your ſeal, nor your invention: 
You can ſay none of this: Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modeſty of honour, 

Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour ; £ 
Bade me come ſmiling and croſs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 

Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people: 

And, acting this in an obedient hope, 

Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 

And made the moſt notorious geck, and gull, 
That &er invention play'd on? tell me why? 

Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 

Though, I confeſs, much like the character: 

But out of queſtion, tis Maria's hand. 

And now-l do bethink me, it was ſhe 

Firſt told me, thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling, 
And in ſuch forms which here were pre ſuppoſed 


Upon thee in the letter. Pr'ythe, be content: | 
| This 
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This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſs'd. upon thee: 
But when we know the grounds, and authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cauſe, | | 
Fab. Good madam, hear me ſpeak; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Taint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Which 1 have wendred at. In hope it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs, myſelf, and Toby, 5 
Set this device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourtevus parts 
We had conceiv'd againit him: Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance; 
In recompence whereof, he hath marry'd her. 
How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge; 
If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
That have on both ſides paſt. 
Oli. Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled thee ? 
Co. Why, ſome are born great, ſome atchieve greatneſs, 
and ſome have greatneſs thrown upon . | was one, Sir, 
in this interlude ; one Sir Topaz, Sir; but that's all one: 
m=——By the Laid feol, I am not mad; — Bigg do you re- 
member, madam,—//þy laugh you at ſuch a barren raſ 
cal ? an you ſmile.not, he's gegg'd : And thus the whirligig 
of time brings in his revenges. 
Mal. Vil be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 
35 | [ Exit, 
Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. 
Dale. Purſue him and intreat him to a peace 
He hath not told us of the captain yet; 
When that is known, and Golden Time convents, 
A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 
Of our dear ſouls :—Mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence.—Cefario, come; 
For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a man; 
But, when in other habits you are ſeen, 


Orſino's miſtreſs, and his fancy's queen, I 


U 3 | Clown 
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Clown ſings. 
Wi*hen that I was and a litte tiny boy, 
With hey, bo, the wind and the rain, 
A fooliſh thing was but a toy, ; 
For the rain, it raineth every day. 


But Rs 7 came to man's. Nale, 
ith hey, ho, Sc. 
* Gainft knaves and thieves, men _ their gates, 
For the rain, . - 


But oak 1 came, 5 to ⁊vive, 
With. hey, bo, c. 

By feoaggering could I never thrive. 
Her the W &'s. 


But when 7 came unto my beds, 
Mitb hey, be, &. 
With toſ5-pots ſtill had drunken heads,. 
* OG rain, Se. g 


A great while ago the world begun, 


With hey, ho, Ve. 
But that's all one, our play is done, I 
Aud we'll firive to pleaſe you every day, [ Exit. 


— 


* 4 % THE END. 
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M E NM. 


Teontes, King of Sicilia. 
Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Mamillius, young prince of Sicilia. 
Florizel, Prince of 5 
Camillo, 
Antigonus, 
Cleomenes, 

Dion, 
Another killa Lord. 
Archidamus, a Bohemian Lord. 
Rogers, a Sicilian Gentleman. 
An Attendant on the young Prince Mamillius 
Officers of a Court of Judicature. 

Old Shepherd, reputed Father of — 
Clown, his ſon, | 
A Mariner. | 
Gaoler. 
Servant to the old Shepherd. 
Autolicus, a_Rogue.. 
Time, as Chorus. 


— 


Sicilian Lords. 


NO ME N. 


Queen to Leontes. 

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione, 
Paulina, Wife to Antigonus. 

Emilia, a Lady. | 

Two other Ladies, 


N 1 Shepherdeſſes, 


Dorcas 


Satyrs for a Dance, Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, Guards, 
[ and Attendants, 


' Sexy, ſometimes in Sicilia; ſometimes in Bohemia. 
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"ACTI. SC ENT TJ. 


* 


An Anti-Chamber in LeonTes's Palace. Eater CAI 
; Lo, and ene, 1 


of der | 


_ you ſhall chance, Camillo, to viſit Bohemia, on the 
like otcafion whereon my ſervices are now on foot, you 
ſhall ſee, as I have ſaid, great difference n our Bo- 
hemia and your Sicilia. 
Cam. 1 think, this coming ſummer, the king of Sicilia 

means to pay Bohemia the viſitation which he juſtly owes 
bie 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment ſhall ſhame us, we 
will be juſtified in our loves; for, prog 8 

Cam. Beſeech yours 

Arch. Verily, I fpeak it in the Sdn of my Knows 
ledge : we cannot with ſuch magnificence—in ſo rare— 
I know: not what to ſay,——We will give you ſleepy 
drinks; that your ſenſes, unintelligent of our inſuffi- 
cience, may, though they cannot praiſe us, as little ac- 
cuſe us. 

Cam, You pay a great deal too dear, ſor what's given 
freely. 

Arch, Believe me, I ſpeak,. as my aoderflanding in⸗ 
ſtructs me, and as mine honeſty puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſelf over-kind to Bohe- 
mia. They were trained together in their childhoods 
and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an affection, 
which cannot chooſe but branch now. Since their more 
mature dignities and royal neceſſities. made ſeparation of 
heir ſociety, their encounters, though not perſona), have 
| Seca 
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| Loiromally attornied, with interchange of gifts, letters, 
loving embaſſies; that they have ſeem'd to be together, 
though abſent; ſhook hands, as over a Vaſt; and em- 
brac'd, as it were, from the ends of oppoſed winds. The 
heavens continue their loves !— 
Arch. I think, there is not in the world either malice, 
or matter, to alter it. Yow have an unſpeakable com- 
fort of your young prince Mamillius : it is a gentleman 
of the greateſt promiſe, that ever came into my note. 
Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes of him: 
It is a gallant child: one that, indeed, phyſicks* the ſub- 
je&, makes old hearts freſh; they, that went on crutches, 
ere he was born, deſire yet their life, to ſee him a man. 
Arch. Would they elſe be content to die? | 
Cam. Yes; if there were no other excuſe why they 


ſhould deſire to live. 
Arch, If the king had no 85 they en deſire to live 


en crutches till he had one. Zxeunt. 


SCENE . 


A Room of State. Enter LzONTES, Henxove, Ma- 
MILEIUS, Pol EN ES, and Attendants. 


Pol. Nine changes of the watry ſtar hath been 
The ſhepherd's note, ſince we have left our throne 
Without a burden: time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks ; 5 
And yet we ſhould for perpetuity, i 
Go hence in debt: and therefore, like a eypher, 
Yet ſtanding in rich place, I multiply 
With one, ve thank you, many thouſands more 


That go before it. 
Leo. Stay your thanks a while; 
And pay them, when you part, 
Pol. Sir, that's to-morrow. — 
F am queſtion'd by my fears, of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence; that may blow 
No ſxcaping winds at home, to make us ſay, 


« This 


ART. TRE WINTER'S. TALE, 237 


« This is put forth too truly.” Beſides, 1 have rd 
To tire your royalty. g 

Leo. We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to't, > 

Pol. No longer ſtay. 

Leo. One ſeven night longer. * 

Pol. Very ſooth, to-morrow. 

Leo. We'll part the time between's then; and in that 
Pl no gain-ſaying. 

Pl Preſs me not, 'beſeech you, fox 
There is no tongue that moves; none, none i the world, 
So ſoon as your's, could win me: ſo it ſhould now, 
Were there neceſſity in your requeſt, altho? 
Twere needful I deny'd it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward: which to hinder, 
Were, in your love, a whip to me; my ſtay, 
To you a charge and trouble: to ſave both, 
Farewell, our brother. z 

Leo. Tongue-ty'd, our queen? fpeak you. 

Her. T had thought, Sir, to have held wp peace, 
= until 
You had drawn oaths from 1 not to ſtay. You, Sir, 
Charge him too coldly : Tell him, you are ſure, 
All in Bohemia's well: this ſatisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim'd ;. ſay. this to oP 
He's beat from his beſt ward. , 

Leo. Well ſaid; Hermione, 

Her. To tell, he longs to ſee his ſon, were ſirongs 
But let him ſay ſo then, and let him go; 
But let him ſwear ſo, and he ſhalb not ſtay; 
We'll thwack him hence with diſtaffs. 2 
Let of your royal preſence I'll adventure 
i [To PoLIXENES, 
The herbe of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, I'll give you my commiſſion, 
To let him there a-month, behind the geſt - 
Prefix'd for his parting : yet (good deed), Late, 
I love thee not a jar o' the clock-behind: _ 
What lady ſhe her lord, — You'll ſtay ? 


F. 
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Pol. No, madam. 
Her, Nay, but you wHl. 
Pol. I may not, verily. | | 
Her, Verily! . 
You put me off with limber vows : But I, 
'Tho' you would ſeek to unſphere the ſtars with oaths, 
Should yet ſay, Sir, no going. Verily, 8 
«. You-ſhall-not go;“ a lady's verily is 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go, yet? 
Force me to keep you as a priſoner, : 
Not like a gueſt; ſo you ſhall pay your fees, 
When you depart, and ſave your thanks. How ſay you? 
My priſoner ? or my gueſt ? by your dread eee 
One of them you ſhall be. 
Pio. Your gueſt then, madam : | 
To be your priſoner, ſhould import offending ; 
Which is for me leſs eaſy to * N 
Than you to puniſh. | 
Her. Not your gaoler then, 
But your kind hoſteſs; | Come, PII queſtion you « | 
Of my lords tricks, and your's, when you were boys: E 
You were pretty lordings then? | 
Pol. We' were, fair queen, 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behind,. 
But ſuch a day to-morrow as to-day, 
And to be boy eternal. | 
Her. Was not my lord the verier wag o' the two? 
Fol. We were as twinn'd lambs, that did friſk i the 
| ſun, * 
And bleat the one at the other : what we chang'd, 
Was innocence for innocence; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing; me nor dream'd, 
That any did: Had we purſu'd that life, 
And our weak ſpirits ne'er. been higher rear'd 
With ftronger blood, we ſhould have anſwer'd heaven 
Boldly, Not guilty; the CR clear'd, 
Hereditary ours. 8 
Her. By this we gather, | 
Vow: have tript ſilnce. 4 
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Pol. O my moſt ſacred lady, 
Temptations have ſince then been born tous: for 
In thoſe unfledg'd days was my wife a girl; | 
Your precious ſelf had then not croſs'd the eyes 
Of my young play-fellow. 
| Her. Grace to boot !ln—_ __ 
Of this make no concluſion s leſt you ſay, 
Your queen and I are devils. Yet, go on 
The offences we have made you do, we'll anſwer; 4 
If you firſt ſinn'd with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you Clipt not, 
With any but with us. 
Leo. Is he won yet? 
Her. He'll ſtay, my lord. | 
Leo. At my requeſt he would not; 
Hermione, my deareſt, thou ne'er ſpok'ſt 
To better purpoſe. | 
- Han, Never? ag 
Leo. Never but once. 
Her. What? have I twice ſaid wlll ? when was 't ber 
: fore? 
IT pr'ythee, tell me; cram us with praiſe, and makes 
As fat as tame things; One good deed, dying teren, 
Slaughters a thouſand, waiting upon that. | 
Our praiſes are our wages: You may ride us 5 
With one ſoft kiſs a thouſand furlongs, ere 
With ſpur we beat an acye, but to the goal. 
My laſt good deed was, to entreat his ſtay ; | 
What was my firſt ? it has an elder ſiſter, Ht 
Or I miſtake you: O, would her name were Grace! 
But once before I ſpeak to the purpoſe : When ? 
Nay, let me have't; | long. | 
Leo, Why, that was when _ 
Three crabbed months had ſour'd themſelves to death, 
Fre I could make thee open thy white hand, | 
And clepe thyſelf my love; then didſt thou utter, + 
«* I am your's ſor ever!“ . 
Hier. It is grace, indeed. 
Why, lo you now, I have * to the path twice: 
, The 
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The one for ever earn'd a royal huſband; | 
The other for ſome while a friend. 

Leo. Too hot, too hot LAſide. 
To mingle friendſhip far, is mingling bloods. 8 
I have tremor cordis on me: my heart dances: 
But not for joy not joy. This entertainment 
May a free face put on; derive a liberty 
From heartineſs, from bounty, fertile boſom, 
And well become the agent: it may, I grant; 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are; and making practis'd ſmiles, 
As ina Dy and then to ſigh, as twere 
The mort o' the deer: oh, that is entertainment 
My boſom likes not, nor my e e 
Art thou my boy? 

Mam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leo. I'fecks ! : 
Why, that's my bawcock. what! ? haſt fontch'a wn noſe ? 
They ſay, it's a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 
We muſt be neat; not neat, but cleanly, captain: 
And yet the ſteer, the heifer, and the calf, 

Are al call'd neat. Still virginalling 
[Obſerving POLIXENES and HERMIONE, 

Upon his palm ?—How, now, you wanton galf, 
Aﬀt thou my calf ? 

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord. 

Leo. Thou want'ſt a Tough paſh, and the ſhoots An 1 

have, 

To be full like me.—Yet, they ſay, we are 
_ Almoſt as like as eggs? women ſay fo, 
That will ſay any thing: But were they falſe, 
As o'er dy'd blacks, as winds, as waters; falſe 
As dice are to be wiſh'd, by one thar fixes 
No-bourn *twixt his and mine; yet were it true 
- To ſay, this boy were like me, Come, Sir page, 
Look on me with you welkin- eye. Sweet villain ! 
Moſt dear*t ! my collop can thy dam ?—may't be? 
Affection! thy intention ſtabs the centre. 


doſt make poſſible things _ ſo held; 
8 2 6 : Communicat'ſt 
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Communicat' with dreams—{How can this be?) 3g 
With what's unreal; Thou coaRive art, ; i 
And feltow'ſt- nothing. Then tis very credent, 3 
Thou may'ſt cojoin with ſomething ; and thou doſt 1 
(And that beyond commiſſion, and I find it,) by 
And that to the infection of my brains, | bs 1 
And hardning of my brows. 5 . "ll 
Pol. What means Sicilia? 1 
Her. He ſomething ſeems unſettled. | ES? i 
Pol. How, my lord? | 1 
Leo. What cheer ? how is't n you, beſt brother? 7 
Her. You look, — f 1550 
As if you held a brow of much diſtraction. | bs). 
Are not you mov'd, my lord? . . 1 
Teo. No, in good earneſt, in 
How ſometimes nature will betray its folly ! 1 
Its tenderneſs; and make itſelf a paitime 1 
To harder boſoms ! Looking on the lines ; i 
Of my boy's face, methought, I did recoil | bo” 
Twenty-three years; and law myſelf unbreech'd, 7 
In my green velvet coat; my dagger muzzled. 5 
Leſt it ſhould bite its maſter, and ſo prove : i 


As ornament oft does, too dangerous. 
How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, | bl: 
This quaſh, this gentleman, Mine honeſt friend, | 78 


ene - 


Will you take eggs for money ? N 
Mam No, my lord, I'll fight. | | 1 
Leo. You will !—why, happy man be his dole — 85 

brother, 1 
Are you ſo fond of your young prince, as we 1 

Do ſeem to be of ours? 15 
Po!. If at home, Sir, * 

He's all my exerciſe, my mirth, my matter: 115 

Now my ſworn friend, and then mine enemy; 8 2 

My paraſite, my ſoldier, ſtateſman, all: , i 

He makes a July's day ſhort as December; 5 

And, with his varying childneſs, cures in me 1 

Thoughts that ſhould thick my blood. 3 = f 

Vol. III. : X " "Lads 1 
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Leo. So ſtands this ſquire . | 
. Oflic'd with me: We two will walk, my lord,  -» 
And leave you to your graver fteps. Hermione, ' 
How thou lov'ſt-us, ſhew in our brother's welcome: 2 
Let what is dear in Sicily, be cheap: 9 
Next to thyſelf, and my young rover, he's 
Apparent to-my heart, 
Her. If you will ſeek us, 
We are your's i' the garden: Shall's attend yon there? 
Leo. To your own bents diſpoſe you; you'll be ſound, 
Be you beneath the ſky :—I am angling now, 
Though you Perceige me not how I give line 
[ Ahile, olſerving "HERMIONE. 
Go to, go to! 
Ho ſhe holds up the neb, the bill to him! 
And arms her with the boldneſs of a wife 
[ Exeunt PoLIx. HR. and Attendants, Manent LEO. 
MAM. and Cam. 
To her allowing huſband! Gone already; 
Inch-thick, knee-deep; o'er head and ears —a fork'd 
one | | 
Go play , boy, play ——thy mother plays, and 1 
Play too; but ſo diſgrac'd a part, whoſe iſſue 
Will hiſs me to my grave: contempt and clamour | 
Will be my knell,—Go, play, boy, ny There have 
been, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now; 
And many'a man there is, even at this preſent, 
Now, while |-ſpeak this, holds his wife by the arm, 
That little thinks, ſhe has been ſluic'd in his abſence ; 
And his pond fiſh'd by his next neighbour, by | 
Sir Smile, his neighbour: nay, there's comfort in't, 
-Whiles other men have gates: and thoſe gates open d, 
As mine, againſt my will. Should all deſpair, 
That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themſelves. Phyſick for't there is none: 
It is a bawdy planet, that will ſtrike 


eee” tis ee and 'tis powerful, chink it, 
| From 
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From eaſt, weſt, north, and ſouth, Be it concluded, 
No barricado for a belly. Know it; | 
It will let in and ont the enemy, 
With bag and baggage: many a thouſand 8 us 
Have the diſcaſe, and feel't not. — How now, boy? 
Mam. I am like you, they ſay. | 
Leo. Why, that's ſome comfort, 
What ? Camillo there ? 
Cam. Ay, my good lord. 
Leo. Go play, Mamillius :—Thoutt an honeft man. 


[Exit Mami LLIUSs 


Camillo, this great ſir will yet ſtay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold; 
When you caſt out; it ſtill came home, 

Leo. Didi} note it 

Cam. He would not ſtay at t your petitions; made, 
His buſineſs more material. 

Leo. Didſt perceive it? 
They're here with me already; whiſpering, rounding 3 2 
Sicilia is a /o-forth > *tis far gone, 


When I ſhall gat it laſt. How made Camillo, . 


That he did ſtay? 
Cam. At the good queen s entreaty. 
Leo. At the queen's be't: good, ſhould be pertinent; 
But ſo it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any underſtanding pate but thine? 
For thy conceit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks : Not noted, is't,. 
But of the finer natures? by fome ſeverals | 
Of head-piece extraordinary? lower meſſes, 
Perchance, are to this buſinefs-purblind : ſay; 
Cam. Buſineſs, my lord! I think, moſt underſtand. 
Bohemia ſtays here longer. 
Teo Ha! 
Cam. Stays here longer, 
Beo. Ay, but why: 
Cam. To fatisfy your hichneſs, and the entreaties 
Of our moſt gracious muſt refs. 5 | 
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Lea. Satisfy | 
The entreaties of your miſtreſs Pmfatiafy— 
Let that ſuffice. ! have truſted thee, Camillo, 
With all the peareſt things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-counſels; wherein, prieſt-like, thou 
Haſt cleans'd my boſom, I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform'd: but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd 
In that, which ſeems ſo. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord 

Leo. To bide upon't ;—Thou art not honeſt : or, 
If thou inclin'lt that way, thou art a coward; 
Which boxes honeity behind, reſtraining 
From courſe requir'd : Or elſe thou muſt be counted 
A ſervant grafted in my ſerious truſt, 
And therein negligent: or elſe a fool, 
That Ice't a game play'd home, the rich ſtake drawn, - 
And tak'ſt it all for jeſt. 
Cam. My graciouslord, 

I may be negligent, fooliſh, and fearful ; 

In every one of theſe no man is free, 
But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 
Amongſt the infinite doings of the world, 
Sometime puts forth, In your affairs, my lord, 
If ever I were wilful-negligent, 


It was my folly ; if induſtriouſly 


I play'd the fool, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful. 
To do a thing, where I the iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry ont 
Againſt the.non-performance, twas a fear 
Which oft infects the wiſeſt : theſe, my lord, 
Are ſuch allowed infirmities, that honeſt y- 
Is never free of. But, beſeech your grace,” 
Be plainer with me ; let me know my treſpaſs. 
By ics own viſage : if I then deny't, 
Tis none of mine, 

Leo. Have nor you ſeen Camillo, 
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(But that's paſt doubt : you have; or your eye-glafs 
Is thicker than a cuckold's horn), or heard 
(For to a viton ſo apparent, Tumour 
Cannot be mute); or thought (for cogitation 
Refides not in that man, that does nor think it); 
My wile is ſuppery ? if thou wilt confeſs 
(Or elſe be impudently negative, 
To have nor eyes, nor cars, nor thought); then bau, 
Aly wife's a hobby horſe; deſer ves a name 
As rauk as any flax-weack, that puts to 
Before her troth-plight : lay it, and juſtify it, 

Cam. 1 would not be a ſtander- by, ro hear 
My ſovercign miſtreſs clouded fo, without 
My preſent vengeaace taken: 'Shrew my heart, 
You nzver ſpoke what did become you lets 
Than this; which to teiterate, were fra 
As deep «s that, *tho' tree, 

Leb. Is whiſpering nothing? 
Is leaning. cheek to cheek ? is meeting noſes ?' 
Kiihng with inſide lip? ſtopping the career 
Of laughter with a ſigh? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honeſty) hot ſing foot on foot? 
Skulking in corners? wiſhing clocks more ſwift ? 
Hours, minutes? the noon, midnight? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs; theirs only, 
That would, uiſcen, be wicked? is this nothing? 
Why, then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing : 
The covering i=y is nothing: Bohemia nothing 


FN 


My wiſe is nothing; nor nothing have theſe aothings, 


If this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſeas'd opinion, and betimes; 
For 'tis moſt dangerous. 

Leo. Say, it be, tis true, 

Cam No, no, my lord >, 

Leo. It is; you lie, you lies ; 
I ſay, thou lieſt, Camillo, and I hate thee; 
Pronounce thee a groſs lo wt, a mindleſs flave ; 
Or elle e hovering tomporizer, that 
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Canſt with thine eyes at once ſee good and evil, 
Inclining to them both: Were my wife's liver 
Infected as her life, ſhe would not live 
The running of one glaſs 

Cam. Who does infect her? 

Leo. Why he, that wears her like his medal, 8 
About his neck; Bohemia ;—— Who, if 1 
Had'ſervants true about me; that bare eyes 
To ſee alike mine honour, as their profits, 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 
Which ſhould undo more doing: Ay, and thou 
His cup-bearer (whom I, from meaner form 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worſhip; who may'ſt ſee 
Plainly, as heaven ſees earth, and earth fees heaven, 
How I am gall'd), thou might'ſt be- ſpice a cup, 
To give mine enemy a lafting wink; 
Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my lord, 
I could do this, and that with no raſh potion, 
But with a ling' ring draw, that ſhould not work 
M aliciouſly, like poiſon. But I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread miſtreſs, . 
So ſovereignly being honourable. 

Zo. I have lov'd thee, - Make that * . and 

go rot? 

Do'ſt think, I am ſo muddy, ſo unſettled, 
To appoint myſelf in this vexation ? fully 
The purity and whitneſs of my ſheets, 
Which to preſerve, is ſleep; which being pd, 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of waſps; N 
Give ſcandal to the blood o' the prince, my "RY | 
Who, I do think is mine, and love as mine, 
Without ripe moving to't? Would I do this? 
Could man ſo blench? 

Cam. 1 muſt believe you, Sir, 
ft do, and will fetch off Bohemia for't: 
Provided, that, when he's remov'd, your highnefs 
Will take again your queen, as your's at firſt; 
Even for your ſon lake; and thereby, for haling 
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The injury of tongues, in eourts and nnn, 
Known and ally'd to your's. | 

Leo. Thou doſt adviſe me, 
Even ſo as | mine own courſe have ſet. down: 
Vl give no blemiſh to her honour, none. 
Cam. My lard, | 

Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friend wears at feaſts, keep with Bohemia, 
And with your queen : 1 am his cup-bearer; 
If from me he have wholeſome deere, 
Account me not your ſervant. 

Leo. This is all: 

Do't, and thou haſt the one half of my heart; 
Do't not, thou ſplit'ft thine own. 

Cam. I'll do't, my lord. 

Leo. 1 will ſeem friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. 

i LOS 

Cam. 0 miſerable lady !—But, for me, 

What caſe ſtand I in? I muſt be the poiſoner 

Of good Polixenes; and my ground to do't. 

Is the obedience to a maiter; one, 

Who in rebellion with himſelf, will have 

All that are his, ſo too To do this deed, 

Promotion follows. If I could find example 

Of thouſands, that had ſtruck anointed kings, 

And flourſh'd after, I'd not-do't : but ſince 

Nor braſs, nor ſtone, nor parchment, bears not. one,. 

Let villany itſelf forſwear't. 1 muſt 

Forſake the court: to do't, or no, is certain 

To me a break-neck.——Happy ſtar reign now! 

Here comes Bohemia. | 
Enter POLISENES, 

Pol. This is ſtrange ! methinks, | 
My favour here begins to warp. Not ſpeak ?== 
Good-day, Camillo, by 

Cam. Hail, moſt royal Sir! 

Bol. What is the news i' the court? 

Cam. None rare, my lord. 


J. The king hath on him ſuch a countenance, 
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As he had loſt ſome province, and a region 
: | Lov'd, as he loves himſelf : even now I met him 
With eaſtomary compliment ; when he, 
Waiting his eyes to the-contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, ſpeeds from me; and 
So leaves me to conſider what is breeding, 
That changes thus his manners. 
Cam. I dare not know, my lord. 
Pol. How! date not? do not ? do you know, and dars 
not! 
Pe intelligent to me. "Tis thereabouts: 
For, to yourſelf, what you do know, you muſt; 
And cannot fay, you dare not. Good Camillo, 
Your chang'd complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which ſhews me mine chang'd too: for L muſt be 
A party in this ajteration, finding 
 My#lf thus alter'd with it. 
ain, There is a ſickneſs 
Which puts ſome of. us in diſtemper ; but 
I cannot name the diſeaſe, and it is caught 
Of you, that yet are well. 
Pal. Tiow- caught of me? 
Make me not ſighted like the baſiliſæ: 
I have look*d on thoufands, who have ſped the better 
By my regard, but kil'd none ſo. Camillo, 
As you are certainly a gentleman; thereto, 
Clerk-like experienc'd (whHch no leſs adoras 
Our gentry, than our parents' noble names, 
In whoſe ſucceſs we are gentle); I beſeech yon, 
E you know aught, which does be hove my b 
e ere to be inform'd, impriſon it not 
In ignorant concealment. 
Cam. 1 may not anſwer, 
Poel A fickneſs caught of me, and yet T well! 
1 muſt. be anſwer'd. Doſt thou hear, Camillo, 
] conjure thee, by all the parts of man, 
Which honour does acknowledge (whereof the leaſt 
Is not this ſuit of mine), that thou declare, 
What il cidency thou doſt gueſs of harm 
| : | | 15 
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Is creeping towards me; how far off, how near: 
Which way to be prevented, if it be ; 
If not, how beſt to bear it. 
Cam. Sir, I'll tell you; 
Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him 
That I think honourable : Therefore, mark my counſel; 
Which muſt be even as ſwiftly follow'd, as 
I mean to utter it; or both yourſelf and me 
Cty, 4%, and fo good- night. 
Pol. Qn, good Camillo. 
Cam. I am appointed Him to murder you, . 
Pol. By whom, Camillo ? ? 
Cam. By the king.. 
Pol. For what ? 
Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he ſwears, 
As he had ſeen't, or been an inftrument 
To vice you to't, that you have touch'd his queeth 
Forbiddenly. 
Pol. Oh, then, my beſt blood turn 
To an infected jelly; and my name 
Be yok'd with his, that did betray the beſt! 1 
Turn then my freſheſt reputation to 
A ſavour, that may ſtrike the dulleſt noſtril 
Where 1 arrive; and my approach be ſhunn'd, 
| Nay, hated too, worſe than the great ſt infection 
That e' er was heard, or read! — 
Cam. Swear this thought over | 
By each particular ſtar in heaven, and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the ſea for to obey the moon, 
As or, by oath, remove, or counſel, ſhake 
The fabric of his folly ; whoſe foundation 3 
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The ſtanding of his body. 
Pol. How ſhould this grow? | 
Cam. I know not: but, I am ſure, tis ſafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queſtion how tis born. 
If therefore you dare truſt my honeſty, 
That lies incloſed in this trunk, which you 
| ; Shall 
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Shall bear along impawn'd, away to-night, 
Pour followers 1 will whiſper to the buſineſs; | 

And will by twos, and threes, at ſeveral poſterns, 

Clear them o' the city. For myſelf, I'll put 

My fortunes to your ſervice, which are here 

By this diſcovery loſt. Be not uncertain; 

For, by the honour of my parents, 

Have utter'd truth; which if you ſeek to prove, 

] dare net Rand by; nor ſhall you be ſafer, 

Than one condemned by the king's own mouth; 

Thereon his execution ſworn. 

Pol. I do believe thee ; 

I faw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand; 

Be pilot to me, and thy places ſhall - 

Still neighbour mine. My ſhips are ready, and 

My people did exped my hence departure 

Two days ago — This jealouſy 

Is for a precious creature: as ſhe's rare, 

Muſt it be great; and, as his perſon's mighty, 

Muſt it be violent, and, as he does conceive 

He is diſhonour'd by a man, which ever 

Profeſs'd to him, why, his revenges muſt 

In that be made more bitter. Fear c'er-ſhades me: 

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 

The gracious queen; part of his theam; but nothing 

Of his ill- ta“ en ſuſpicion! Come, Camillo, | 


— 


I will reſpect thee as a father, if 
Thou bear'ſt my life off hence. Let us avoid; 
Cam. It is in mine authority, to command 
The keys of all the poſlerns: Pleaſe your highneſs 
To take the urgent hour. Come, Sir, away. [ Exeunt, 
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ACT 11, SCENE Z. 
The Pu ace. Enter amen Maulrlivs, Ladies, 


= * 


enim, . x 
Tow the boy to you t be ſo troubles me, 


if Tis pail enduring. 
1 Lady 
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1 Lady, Come, my gracious lord, 
Shall I be your play-fellow'?. 
Mam. No, Pll none of you. 
T Lady. Why, my ſweet lord? 
Mam. You'll kiſs me hard, and ſpeak to me as 
I were a baby ſtill. 1 love you better. 
2 Lady. And why ſo, my lord? 
Mum. Not for becauſe. J 
Your brows are blacker (yet. black brows, they ſay, 
Become ſome women beit; ſo that there be not | 
Too much hair there, but in a ſemicircle. 
Or a half moon made with a pen.) 
2 Lady. Who taught you this? 
Mam. | learn'd it out of women's faces. Pray now, 
What colour are your eye-brows 7 
1 Lady. Blue, my lord. 3 
Mam. Nay, that's a mock: Ive ſeen a lady's noſe 
That has been blue, but not her 1 
2 Lady. Hark ye; 
The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we ſhall 
Preſent our ſervices to a fine new prince 
One of theſe days: and then wy wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 
I Lady, She is ſpread of late 
Into a goodly bulk; Good time encounter her! 

Her. What wiſdom ſtirs amongſt you? Come, _ now 
Jam for you again, Pray you, fit by us, | 
And tell us a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or ſad, ſhall it be ? 
Her. As merry as you will. 
Mam. A fad taie's belt for winter: 
1 have one of ſprights and goblins. 
Her, Let's have that, good Sir. 
Come on, fit down. Come on, and. do your beſt 
To fright me with you ſprights: you're powerful at it. 
Mam. There was a man 
Her. Nay come, fit down; then on, 
Mom. Dwelt by a church- yard ! will tell it ſoftly : 
Yeu' crickets ſhall not hear it, : 
| Her. 
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Fd 
Her. Come on then, and give't me in mine ear. 


Enter L.:0NTES, ANTIGONUs, and Lords. 
Leo. Was he met there? his train? Camillo with him ? 
Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them; never 
Saw I:men fcour fo on their way: 1 28 Oo 
Even to their ſhips. 
| Leo. How bleſt am I 
— Ain my juſt cenſure! in my true opinion! 
Alack, for leſſer knowledge how accurs'd 
In being ſo bleſt! There may be in the cup 
A ſpider ſteep'd, and one may drink; ; depart, 
And yet partake no venom : for his ez 
Is not infected: but if one preſent 
The abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his ſides 
With violent hefts;—1 have drunk and ſeen the ſpider 
Camilo was his help in this, his pander : | 
There is a plot againſt my life, my crown ! 
All's true that is miſtruſted : that falſe villain, 
Whom I employ, was pre-employ d by him: 
He hath diſcover'd my deſign, and I 
Remain a pinch'd thing; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will ; How i came the poſterns 
So eaſily open ? | 
Lord. By his great e 
Which often hath no leſs n than ſo, 
On your command. 
Leo. I know't too well. 
| Give me the boy; | To HxRMIONE.] I am glad, you did 
not nurſe him: 
Though he does bear ſome ſigns af me, ot you 
Have too much blood 1n him. | 


Her. What is this ? ſport ? - | 
Leo. Bear the boy bence, he ſhall not come about her; 
Away with him: and let her {port herſelf 
With that ſhe's big with! for it is Polixenes 


Has made thee ſwell thus. 
Her. But I'd fay, he had not; 


And, Pu be ſworn, you would 8 my n | 
LL. Howe er 


I. THE WINTER'S TALE. 


Howe'er you.lean to the-nayward. 
Leo. You, my lords, | 
Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To ſay, ſbe is a goodly lady, and | 
The juſtice of your hearts will thereto add, 
* Tis pity, ſbè s net honeſt; bonourable : 
Praiſe her but for this her-without-door form 


258 


(Which on my faith deſerves high ſpeech,) and ſtraight 


The ſhrug, the hum, or ha——theſe petty brands, 


That calumny doth uſe : Oh, 1 am ou. 
That mercy does; for calumny will ſear 


Virtue itfelf.—Theſe ſnrugs, theſe hums, and ha's, 


When you have ſaid, ſhe's goodly, come between, 
Ere you can ſay ſhe's honeſt ; But be it known 


(From him, that has moſt cauſe to _—_ it ſhould be) 


She's an adultreſs. 
Hier. Should a villain fay ſo, 
The moſt repleniſh'd villain in the world, 
He were as much more villain ; . my 8 
Do but miſtake. 

. Leo, You have miſtook, my dds 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing, 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
Leſt barbariſm, making me the precedent, 
Should a like language uſe to all degrees, 
And mannerly diſtinguiſhment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar !—1 have ſaid, 
She's an adultreſs; I have ſaid, with whom; 
More, ſhe's a traitor ; and Camillo is 
A Federary with her; and one that knows 
What ſhe ſhould ſhame to know herſelf, 

But with her moſt vile principal, that ſhe's 
A bed-ſwerver, even as bad as thofe 
That vulgars give bold'ſt titles; ay, and privy 
To this their late eſcape. 

Her. No, by my life, 


Privy to none ef this. How will this LY you 


When you ſhall come to clearer knowledge, that 


You thus have publiſh'd me ? TO my lord, 
Vol. III. Y 


You 
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You ſcarce can right me throughly then, to ſay 


Jou did miſtake. 


Leo. No, if I miſtake 


In theſe foundations which I build upon, 


The centre is not big enough to bear 
A ſchool-boy's rop Away with her to priſon ; 
He, who ſhall ſpeak for her, is far off guilty, 
But that he ſpeaks. 
Her. There's ſome ill planet reigns : 
1 muſt be patient, *till the heavens look 
With an aſpe& more favourable. Good my lords, 
Jam not prone to weeping, as our ſex 


-Commonly are, the-want of which vain dew, 


Perchance, ſhall dry your pities: but 1 have 
That honourable grief lodg'd here, which burns 


"Worſe than tears drown : *Beſeech you all, my lorgs, 


With thoughts ſo, qualified as your charities q 
Shall beſt inſtruct you, meaſure me: and ſo 


The king's. will be perform'd/|—— 


Leo. Shall I be heard? 
Her, Who is't that goes with me? beſeech your highs 


__ neſs, 
My women. may be with me; for, you ſee, 


My plight rea it. Do not weep, good fools; 
[ To ber Ladies 


There is no cauſe: when you ſhall know, your miſtreſs 


Hath deſerv'd priſon, then abound in tears, 
As I come out: this action, I now go on, 
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my Jord, 
I never wiſh'd to fee you ſorry; now, 
I truſt, I ſhall —— My women—come ; you have leave. 
Leo. Go, do our bidding ; hence. 
[ Exit Queen, guarded ; and L adies. 
Lord. Beſeech your highneſs, W 7 the queen again. 
Ant, Be certain what you do, Sir; leſt your juſtice 
Prove violence ; in the which three great ones Julitr, 
Yourſelf, your queen, your ſon. 
Lord. For her, my lord, 
J dare my life lay down, and will do't, Sir, 


Pleaſe 
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Pleaſe you to accept it, that the queen is ſpotleſs 
[' the eyes of heaven, and to you; I mean, 
In this which you accuſe her. 
Ant. If it prove 
She's other wiſe, I'll keep my ſtable where 
I lodge my wife; l go in couples with her; 
Than when J feel and ſee her, no further truſt her; 
For every inch of woman in che World, 
Av, every dram of woman's feſt} is falſe, 
It the be. 
Leo. Hold your peaces, 
Lord. Good my lord 
Ant. It is for you we ſpeak, not for. out ſelves 4 
| You are abus'd, and by ſome putter on, 
That will be damn'd for't ; would I knew the villain, 
I would land-damn him: Be ſhe honour flaw'd. 
I have three daughters; the eldeſt is eleven; 
The ſecond, and the third, nine, and ſome five; 


If this prove true, they'll pay for't ;=By mine honour; 


I'll geld 'em all: Fourteen they ſhall not fee, 
To bring falſe generations: they are co-heirs, - 
And I had rather glib myſelf, than they 
Should not produce fair iſſue. 
Leo Ceaſe; no more; \ 
You ſmel] this buſineſs with a ſenſe as cold 
As is a dead man's noſe : i ſee't and feel't ; 
As you feel doing thus; and ice withal 


The inſtruments that ſeek | [ Strikiny bis brows; 


Ant. If it be ſo, 
We need no grave to bury honeſty; 
There's not a grain of it, the face to ſWeeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 
Leo. What? lack I credit! + N ' 
Lord. I had rather you did lack, than I, my lord; 
Upon this ground: and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than youi ſuſpicion; 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 
Leo. Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this? but rather follow 
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Our forceful inſtigation? Our prerogative 
Calls not your counſels; but our natural goodneſs. 
Imparts this: which, if you (or ſtupified, 
Or ſeeming ſo in ſkill) cannot, or will not 
Reliſh as truth, like us; inform yourſelves, 
We need no more of your advice: the matter, 
The lofs, the gain, the ord'ring on't, is all 
Properly ours. 

Ant. And { wiſh, my liege, 
You had only in your ſilent judgment try 'd it, 
Without more overture. 

Leo. How could that be? 
Either thou art moſt ignorant by age, 
Or thou wert born a foo! Camillo's flight, . 
Added to their familiarity- 
(Which was as groſs as ever touch'd conjecture, 
That lack'd ſight only, nought for approbation, 
But only ſeeing, all other circumſtances 
Made up to the deed, ) do puſh on this proceeding 25 
Vet, for a greater confirmation | | 
(For, i in an act of this importance, twere 
Moſt piteous to be wild, ) I have diſpatch'd in poſt, 
To ſacred Delphos, to Apollo's temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of ſtuff d ſufficiency; Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all: whoſe ſpiritual counſel had, 
Shall ſtop, or ſpur me. Have I done well? 

Lord. Well done, my lord. 

Zes. Though I am ſatisfy'd, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet fhall the oracle 
Give reſt to the minds of others; ſuch as he, 
Whoſe ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the truth. So have we thought it good. 
From our free perſon, ſhe would be confin'd'; 
Left that the treachery of the two, fled et 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us, 
We are to ſpeak in public: for this buſineſs 
Will raiſe us all, | | 


— 


7 
- 


Ant. Aſide.] To laughter, as I take it, 


If the good truth were known, | I Ereunte 


PEN —__ Py 


SCENE II. 


** 


A Priſon. Enter PAULINA, ac Gentleman, 
Paul, The keeper of the prifon—call to him; 


[ Exit Gentleman 


Eet him have knowledge who I am. Good lady! 
No court in Europe is too good for thee; 
What doſt thou then in prifon ? Now, good Sir. 
Re-enter Gentleman, with the Gaoter, 
You know me, do you not ? 
Gao!. For a worthy lady, 
And one whom much I honour, 
Paul. Pray you then, 
Conduct me to the queen. 
Gao! I may not, madanf; to the contrary 
I have expreſs commandment. 
Paul. Here's ado, | 
To lock up honeſty and honour from 
The acceſs of gentle viſitors! Is it lawful 
Pray you to ſee her women? any of them? 
Emilia? a 
Gaol. So pleaſe you; madam, 
To put apart theſe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. | 
Paul I pray you now : = PE 
Call hers Withdraw yourſelves, [Zxeunt Cent. 
Gaol. And, madam, I mut 
Be preſent at your conference, | 
Paul. Wl, be it ſo, 8 Here is ſuch ado, 
¶ Exit Gaoler: 
Jo make no ſtain a ſtain, as paſſes colouring. 
| Enter EutLIA. 
Dear'gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady? 
Emil. As well, as one fo great and fo forlorn 
May hold together: On her frights and-griefs 
5 (Whick 
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" (Which never tender lady hatin borne greater), 
4 She is ſomething before her time, deliver'd. 
Paul. A boy? 
3 Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe, 
Luſty, and like to live: the queen receives 
Much comfort in't: ſays, My poor priſoner, 
| I am innocent as you. ESD 
Paul. 1 dare be ſworn : | 
Theſe dangerous, unſafe lunes o' the king! beſhrew them 
sf He muſt be told on't and he ſhall : the office 
N | Becomes a woman beſt ; I'Il tak't upon me. 
= If I prove ban e let my tongue bliſter; 
And never to my red-look'd anger be 
The trumpet any more: Pray you, Emilia, 
Commend my beſt obedience to the queen: 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 
1 FI ſhew't the king, and undertake to be 
Her. advocate to th' loudeſt. We do not know, 
How he may ſoften at the fight o' the child; 
1 The ſilence often of pure innocence. 
Perſuades, when ſpeaking fails, 
Emil. Moſt worthy madam, 
Your honour and your goodneſs is fo evident, 
That your free undertaking cannot miſs 
4 A thriving iſſue : there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand. Pleaſe your ladyſhi in 
To viſit the next room, I'll preſently | 
Acquaint the queen of your moſt noble offer; 
| Who, but to-day, hammer d of this deſign ; 
| But durſt not tempt a minſter. of honour, 
| Leſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 
Paul. Tell ber, Emilia, ; 
| I'll uſe that tongue I have: if wit flow from it, 
4 As boldneſs from my boſom, let it not be doubted. 
4 I ſhall do good. | 
| Emil. Now be you bleft ſor it! 
PN to the queen: pleaſe you come ſomething nearer, 
Gasol. Madam, if't pleaſe the queen $0 ſend the babe, 


1 I know not what I hall incur to paſs i it, 
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Having no warrant. | 
Paul. You need not fear it, Sir: 
The child was priſoner to the womb ; and is- 
By law and proceſs of great nature, thence. 
Freed and enfranchis'd :-not-a party to 
The anger of the king; nor guilty of, 
If any be, the treſpaſs of the queen. 
Gadd. I do believe it. | 
Paul. Do not you fear; upon mine honour, I : 
Will ſtand betwixt you and danger. [ Excunts 


mw 


— — 


SCENE III. 


| dog "to the Palace. Enter LEeoNTESs, ANTIGONUS; 


Lords, and other Attendants, 
Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reſt:— It is but weaks- 
neſs | | | 
To bear the matter thus; meer weakneſs, if 
The cauſe were not in being ;—part o' the cauſe, 
She the adultreſs; — for the harlot-king 
1s quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank 


And level of my brain, plot. proof: but ſhe 


] can hock to me: Say, that ſhe were gone, 
Gi en to the fire, a moiety of my reſt 
Might come to me again. Who's there? 
8 | Enter an Attendant... 
Aitten. My lord? 
Leo. How does the boy? 
Aiten. He took good reſt to- night; *ths hop d 
His ſickneſs is diſcharg'd. 
Zeo. To ſee his nobleneſs! 
Conceiving the diſhonour of his mother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply; 
Faſten'd, and fix'd the ſhame on't in himſelf; . 
Threw off his ſpirit, his appetite, his ſleep, 
And down-right ae Leave me ſolely: go. 
Exit Attendant. 
Fee how he fares—Fy, fy! no thought of him; — 
The 
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The very thonght of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me: in himſelf too mighty; 
And in his parties, his alliance let him be, 
Until a time may ſerve. For prefent vengeance, 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me; make their paſtime at my ſorrow; 
They ſhould not laugh, if I could reach * nor 
Shall ſhe, within my power. 
Enter PAULINA, with a Child, 
Lord. You mult not enter. 
Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be ſecond to me: 
Fear you his tyrannous paſlion more, alas! 
Than the queen's life? a gracious innocent foul, 
More free than he is jealous. 
Ant. That's enough. 
- Atten. Madam, he hath not ſlept to-night; commanded, 
None ſhould come at him. 
Paul. Not ſo hot, good Sir; 
I:come to bring him ſleep- Tis ſuch as you; 
That creep like ſhadows by him, and do ſigh” 
At each his needles heavings:—ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking : I . 
Do come with words, as med'cinal, as true; 
Honeſt, as either; to purge him of that humour,” 
That preſſes him from fleep. | 
Teo. What noiſe there, ho? 
Paul. No noiſe, my lord; but needful conference; 
About ſome gollipe for your highneſs. 
Leo. How !- | 
Away with that audacious lady-—Antigonus, 
I'charg'd thee, that ſhe ſhould not come about mne 


* knew ſhe would. 


Ant. 1 told her ſo, my lord; 
On your diſpleaſure's peril, and on mine, 


Se ſhould not viſit you. 


Leo. What? can'ſt not rule her? 
Paul From all diſhoneſty, he can: in this 
(Unleſs he take the courſe that you have done, 
Commit me, for committing honour), truſt it, 


He 
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He ſhall not rule me. 
Ant. Lo you now ; you hear ! 
When ſhe will take the rein, Llet her run, 
But. ſhe'Il not ſtumble. 
Paul. Good my liege, I come 
And, I beſeech you, hear me, " who A 
Myſelf your loyal ſervant, your phyſician, 
Your moſt obedient counſellor ; yet that dares- 
Leſs appear ſo, in comforting your evils, 
Than ſach as moſt ſeems your's, I ſay, I come 
From your good queen. b 
Leo. Good queen! 
Haul. Good queen, my lord, good queen ! I fax, good 
queen; CET 
And would by. combat make her good, ſo were L 
A man, the worſt about you. 
Leo. Force her hence. 0 
Paul. Let him, that makes but trifles of his eyes, 
Firit hand me. On mine own accord, I'll off; 
But, firſt, I'll do my errand.— The good queen, 
For ſhe is good, hath brought you forth a daughter; 
Here tis; commends it to your bleſſing. 
[ Laying down the obild. 


Leo. Out! 
A mankind witch! Hence with her, out o' door 
A molt intelligencing bawd! 

Paul. Not ſo: | 
Jam as ignorant in that, as you 
In ſo intitling me; and no leſs honeſt 
Than you are mad ; which is enough, I'll warrant, 
As this world goes, to paſs for honeſt, 
Leo, Traitors! 

Will you not puſh her out? give her the baſtard. — 

[To ANTIGONUS- 

Thou dotard, thou art woman-tir'd ; unrooſted 
By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the baſtard, 
Take't up, I ſay ; give't to thy crone. 

Paul. For ever 


_Vavenerable be thy hands, if thou 
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Tak'ſt up the princeſs, by that forced baſeneſs 
Which he has put upon't! f | 
Leo. He dreads his wiſe, | 
Paul. So, I would, you did: : then; 'twere paſt all 
doubt 5 
You'd call your children your's, 
Leo. A neſt of traitors! 
Ant. | am none, by this good light. 
Paul. Nor I; nor any 
But one, that's here ; and that's himſelf er he 
The ſacred honour of himſelf, his queen's, 
His hopeful ſon's, his babe's, betrays to ſlander, 
Whoſe fting is ſharper than the ſwords ; and will not 
{For as the caſe now ſtands, it is a curfe | 
He cannot be compelbd to't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is _—_— 
As ever oak, or {tone was ſound. 
Leo; A callat | 
Of boundlefs tongue ; who late hath beat ber huſband, 
And now baits me — This brat is none of mine; _ 
It is the iſſue of Prolixenes. | 
Hence with it ; and together with the FR 
Commit them to the fire. 
Paul. It is your's; 
And, might we lay che old Neri to your charge, 
So like you, tis the worſe. Behold, my lords, 
Altho' the print he little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father: eye, noſe, lip; 
The trick of his frown,” his forehead:; nay, the valley,- 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek ; his ſmiles ; 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger.— 
And thou, good goddeſs Nature, which haſt made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haſt 
The ordering of the mind too, mongſt all colours 
No yellow in't; leſt ſhe ſuſpeR, as he does, 
Her children not her huſband's ! 
Teo. A groſs hag 
And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd, 


That wilt not ſtay her tongue. 


Ag, 


Ant. Hang all the huſhands, 
That cannot do that feat, you'll Jeave Oe 
Hardly one ſubject. 

Leo. Once more, take her hence. 

Paul. A moſt e and unuatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leo. I'll have tage 9 

Paul, I care not: 
It is an heretic that makes the fire, 
Not ſhe, which burns in't. I'Il not call you tyrant; 
But this moſt cruel uſage of your queen 
{ Not able to produce more accuſation 
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) ſomething ſavours 
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 
Lea, ſcandalous to the world. 

Leo. On your allegiance, 
Out of the chamber with her. Were J a tyrant, 
Where were her life? ſhe durſt not call. me ſo, 
If he did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you, do not puſh me; I'll be gone. 


Look to your babe, my lord; tis your's: Jove ſend 


her 
A better guiding ſpirit wat need theſe hands? 
You, that are thus ſo tender o'er his follies, 
Will never do him good, not one of you, 


Zo, ſo: Farewell: we are gone. Exit. 


Leo. Thou, traitor, haſt ſet on thy wife to this. | 
My child! away with't! Even thou, that haſt 
A heart ſo tender o'er it, take it*hence, | 
And ſee it inſtantly conſum'd with fire; 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up firaightz *" 
Within this hour bring me word it is done 
(And by good teſtimony), or I'll ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elſe call'ſt thine : If thou refuſe, 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, ſay ſo; 
The baſtard brains with theſe my proper hands 
Shall 1 daſh out. Go take it to the fire, 
Por thou ſett'ſt on thy wife, 

Ant. I did not, Sir; 

Theſe 
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. Theſe lords, my noble fellows, if they pleaſe, 
Can clear me in't. 
Tord. We can. My royal Liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming. UNE; 
Leo. You are liars all. 
Lord. Beſeech your highneſs, give us better credit: 
We have always truly ſerv'd you; and beſeech you 
So to eſteem of us: And on our knees we beg 
{As recompenſe of our dear ſervices 
Paſt, and to come), that you do change this purpoſe ; 
J Which being ſo horrible, ſo bloody, muſt 
Lead on to ſome foul iſſue. We all kneel— 
[ They Inet. 
7 Tam a feather for each wind that blows: 
Shall 1 live on, to ſee this baſtard kneel 
And call me father ? better burn it now, 
Than curſe it then. But be it; let it live: 
It ſhall not neither —You, Sir, come you hither ; 
[To ANTIGONUS, 
'You, that have been ſo tenderly officious | 
With lady Margery, your midwife, there, 
To ſave this baſtard's life (for tis a baſtard, 
So ſure as this beard's grey): what will e adventure 
| To ſave this brat's life? 
Ant. Any thing, my lord, 
- 'That my ability may undergo, 
And nobleneſs impoſe : at leaſt, thus much; 
I'll pawn the: little blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent: any thing poſſible. 
Leo. It ſhall be poſſible: ſwear by this ſword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
Ant. I will, my lord. 
Leo. Mark, and perform it; (ſeeſt thou ? for the fal 
Of any point in't ſhall not only be 
Death to thyſelf, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife: 
Whom for this time we pardon, We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female baſtard hence, and that thou bear it 
To ſome remote and deſert place, quite out 
2 e 1 | "Of 
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Of our dominions; and that there thou leave it, 
Without more mercy, to its own protection 
And favour of the climate. As by ſtrange fortune 
lt. came to us, I do in juſtice charge thee—— 
On thy ſoul's peril, and thy body's torture 
That thou commend it ſtrangely to ſome place, 
Where chance may nurſe, or end it. Take it up. 

Ant. I ſwear to do this; tho” a preſent death 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe: 
Some powerful ſpirit inſtruc the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurſes! Wolves and bears, they ſay, 
Caſting their ſavageneſs aſide, have done 
Like offices of pity.—Sir, be proſperous 
In more than this deed does require! and bleſſing, 
Againſt this cruelty, fight.on thy ſide. 
Poor thing, condemn'd to loſs! [ Exit, with the Chia. 
Teo. No; I'll not rear 
Another's iſſue. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ Pleaſe your highneſs, poſts, 
From thoſe you ſent to the oracle, are come 
An hour ſince. Cleomenes and Dion, 
Being well arriv'd from Ns Es are both landed, 
Haſting to the court, 

Lord. So pleaſe you, Sir, their ous 
Hath been beyond account, 

. Twenty-three days 
They have been abſent: Tis good ſpeed; foretels, 
The great Apollo ſuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords; 
Summon a ſeſſion, that we may arraign 
Our moſt diſloyal lady: for, as ſhe hath. 
Been publicly accus'd, ſo ſhall ſhe have 
A juſt and open trial. While ſhe lives, 
My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me, 

And think upon my bidding, 

| [ Fxceunt /everally; 
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ACT 117, SCENE 7. 


— 


A fart of Sicily, near the ſea-ſide. Enter C1.EOMENES, and 
Dion, with Attendants, 


Cleomenes. 


Tax climate's delicate; the air moſt ſweet ; 
Fertile the iſle; the temple much ſurpaſſing 
The common praiſe it bears. 
Dion. I ſhall report, 
r or moſt it caught me, the celeſtial habits 
{Methinks, I ſhould ſo term them), and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the facrifice !—— 
How ceremonious, ſolemn, and unearthly 
It was !the offering! 
Cleo. But of all, the burſt 
And the ear-deaf ning voice o'the oracle, 
Kin to Jove's thunder, ſo furpris'd my ſenſe, 
That I was nothing. | | 
Dion. If the event o'the journey 
Prove as ſucceſsful to the queen (O be't ſo!) 
As it hath been to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpeedy, 
The time is worth the uſe on't. 
Cleo. Great Apollo, 
Turn all to the beſt ! Theſe proclamations, 
So forcing faults upon Hermione, 
I little like. 
Dion. The violent carriage of it 
Will clear or end the buſineſs ; When the oracle 
(Thus by Apollo's great divine feal'd up), 
Shall the contents diſcover, ſomething rare 
Even then will ruſh to knowledge. —Go—freſh horſes; — 


And gracious be the iſſue. Excunt. 


SCENE 
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8CENE I.. 


4 Court "EF Iahice. LronTi8, Lords, and Officers, appear 
: property feated, 


Teo. This ſeſſion, (to our great grief, we pronounce), - 
Even puſhes 'gain/t our heart, The party try'd, 
The daughter of a king; our wife; and one 
Of us too much belov/d, Let us be clear'd 
Of being tyrannous, fince we fo openly 
Proceed in juſtice ; which ſhall have due courſe, 
Even to the guilt, or the purgation, 


Produce the priſoner, 
Oi. It is his highneſs' pleaſure, that the queen 


Appear in perſon here in court, Silence 
FICRMIONE is brought in guarded; PAULINA, and Ladies, 
attending, 
Tes. Read the indict ment. 
Oiß. Hermiane, queen to the worthy Teontes, ling of Sicl. 


lia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned of nigh treaſon, in. com- 
miiting adultery with Polixenes, ling of B-hemia, and conſpin 


ring with Camillo to take azway the life of our ſauereign lord 
the bing, thy royal huſoand : the pretence whereof being by eir- 
cumſtances partly laid open, ibou, Hermione, HY to tht. 
Faith and aliegiance of a true ſubject, didſ; coun/cs and did Poem, 
for their better ſaſety, to fly away by night, 
Her. Since what i am to fay, muſt be but that 

Which contradicts my accuſation; and 
The teſtimpay on my part, no other 

But what comes from myſeif; it ſhall ſcarce boot me 

70 ſay, Not guizty : mine integrity, 

Being counted falſehood, ſhall, as I expreſs it, 

Be ſo receiv'd. But thus—If powers divine 

Behold our human actions, as they do, | 


I doubt not then, but innocence ſhall mae 


Palte accuſation bluſh, and tyranny _ 
Ee at paticuce.— Vou, my lord, beſt know, 
ho Icaſt will ſcem to do fo, my paſt Lfc 


pe 2 2% © r 


— — ä D(—I 

— py — ay 
/ — > — — a © 
en 90 rr 


4 — — ——— — - A 
— B ee nnd . — — 
. R . — — 8 p 
— — = . SFr IL Acne a > — 2 — 
* s oh | — * PII y — - 2 5 A N L 
Fs : G . TY, e 2 . Shag <4 Fo 3 x — 5 INI 
_ * N * — — 


— gs 


— — am * 
. — yy — —— 4 * = 2 * 
4s % — 5 — — — 
RR r a AT 
7 Ly — * — 
N 


. —— — 
I4 — 2 — 


263 THE WINTER'S TALE, P7374 | 


Hath been as continent, as chaſte, as true, 
As I am now unhappy; which is more 
Than hiſtory can pattern, though devis'd, 
And play'd, te take ſpectators. For behold me 
A ſellow of the royal bed, which owe 3 
A moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful prince, here ſtanding, _ 
To prate and talk for life and honour, ſore 
Who pleaſe to come and hear, For life, I prize it 
As 1 weigh grief which 1 would ſpare : for honour, 
Tis a derivative from me to mine, 
And only that I ſtand for. 1 appeal 
To your own conſcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 
How merited to be ſo : Since he came, 
With what encounter fo uncurrent I 
Have ſtrain'd, to appear thus? if one jot bayead- 
The bounds of honour ; or, in act, or will 
That way inclining ; hard'ned be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near'ſt of kin 
Cry, Fye, upon my grave! 

Leo. I ne'er heard yet 
That any of thoſe bolder vices wanted 
Leſs impudence to gainſay what they did, 
Than to perform it firſt, 

Her. That's true enough ; 
Tho? 'tis a ſaying, Sir, not due to me. 

Leo. You will not own it. 

Her. More than miſtreſs of, 
What comes to me in name of fault, I muſt not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes 
(With whom I am accus'd), I do confels, 
J lov'd him as in honour he requir'd ; 
With ſuch a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me; with a love, even fuch, 
So, and no other, as yourſelf commanded: 
Which not to have done, I think, had been 1 in me 
Both diſobedience and ingratitude, 


To you and towards your ftiend, whoſe love had ſpoke, 
Even 
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Even ſince it could ſpeak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was your's. Now, for conſpiracy, 
I know not how it taſtes, though it be diſh'd 
For me to try how : all I know of it, - 
Is, that Camillo was an honeſt man 
And, why he left your court, the gods themſelves. 
(Wotting no more than I), are ignorant. 
Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta'en to do in his abſence. 
Her. Sir, | | 
You ſpeak a language that I underſtand not: £ 
My life ſtands in the level of your dreams, 
Which I'll lay down, | 
Leo. Your actions are my dreams; 
You had a' baſtard by Polixenes, 
And I but dream'd it.—As you were paſt all 2 
(Thoſe of your fact are ſo), ſo paſt all truth; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails: for as. 
Thy brat hath been caſt out, like to itſelf, 
No father owning it (which is, indeed, 
More criminal in thee than it), ſo thou 
Shalt feel our juſtice; in whoſe eaſieſt paſſage 
Look for no leſs than death. 
Aer. Sir, ſpare your threats 
The bug, which you would fright me with, I ſeek. 
To me can life be no commodity ; 
The crown. and comfort of my life, your Rowe 
I do give loft; for I do feel it gone, 
But know not how'it went. My ſecond joy, 
The Arft fruits of my body, from his preſence 
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lam bart'd, like one infectious. My third comfort, 


Starr'd moit unluckily, is from my breait, 
Ihe innocent milk in its moſt inuocent mouth, 
Hal'd out to murder: Myielf on every poit 
Proclaim'd a trumpet ; ; with immodett hatred - 
The child-bed privilege deny'd, which 'longs 
To women of all faſhion ;,—Laftly, hurried 
Here to this place, i' the open air, before 
{have got ſtrength of limit. Now, my liege, 
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Tell me what bleſſings IT have here alive, 
That I ſhould fear to die: Therefore, proceed: 
But yet hear this; miſtake me not; No life; 
1 prize it not a wm but for mine honour 
(Which I would free), if I ſhall be condemn'd 
Upon ſurmiles (all proofs ſleeping elſe, 
But what your jealowfics awake); I tell you, 
Tis rigour, and not law. Your honours all, 
I &o reter me to the oracle; 
Apollo be my judge. 
Enter D1ON, and CLTOMEN EIS. 
Tord. This your requeſt 
Is altogether juſt ; therefore bring forth, 
And in Apollo's name, his oracle. 
Her. The emperor of Ruſſia was my father: 
Qb, that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial! that he did but ſee 
The flatneſs of my miſery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge! 
Ofi. You here ſhall ſwear vpon the ſword of juſtice, 
»That you, Cicomenes, and Dion, have 
Been both at Deiphos; aud from thence have brought 
This ſeal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd 
Of great Apolio's prieſt; and that ſince then 
You have not dar'd to break the holy b 
Nor read the ſecrets in't. 5 
Clio. Dion. All this we ſwear, 
Leo. Break up the ſeals, and read. 85 . 
Offi. Hermione is chaſe, Polixenes blamelsſ;, Camillo a true 
ſuljec, Leontes a jealous tyraxyt, bis innocent babe t1 ly Legut= 
ten; ard the hing ſball live without an heir, if that, which is 
eff, be not found. 
Lordi. Now bleſſed be the great Apollo! 
Her. Praiſed ! | 
Zo. Haſt thou read truth? 
Off. Ay, my lord, even ſo as it is here ſct FREY 
Leg. There is no truth at all i' the oracle: 
The ſeſſion ſhall procced; this is meer ſalſehood.) 


eim 
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Enter Servant. | 
Ser. My lord the king, the king !— : 1 
Loo. What is the buſineſs? © 44 q | 
Ser. O Sir, I ſhall be hated to report it. | il 
The prince, your ſon, with mere conceit and fear N 
Of the queen's ſpeed, is gone. | 
Leo. How! gone? | | f 
Ser. Is dead. | is 
Leo. Apollo's angry; and the heavens themſelves 4 
Do tirike at my injuſtice. How now there ? 
[Hz xMIONE faints. _ 
Paul, This news is 8 to the queen: look down, i 
And ſee what death is doing. | N 
Leo. Take her hence: ; 
Her heart is but o'ercharg'd ; ſhe will recover. f 
[ Excunt PAULINA, and Ladies, with H=zRMIONE, | 
I have too much believ'd mine own ſuſpicion ; ; 
*Beſeech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Apollo, pardon . | ta 


My great prophaneneſs gainſt thine oracle 
I'll reconcile me to Polixenes : | 
New woo my queen; recall the good Camillo; - 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy : 


For being tranſported by my jealouſics N 0 | 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 4 
Camillo for the miniſter, to poiſon | = 
My friend Polixenes; which had been done, | | # | 
But that the good mind of Camillo tardy'd ; 1 
My ſwift command; tho' I with death, and with : 'F 
Reward, did threaten, and encourage him, | x 9 
Not doing it, and being done: he (moſt humane, f | 
And fill'd with hanour,) to my kingly gueſt 4 
Unclaſp'd my practice; quit his fortunes here, ee CA 9 | 
Which you knew great ; and to the certain hazard 1 
Of all incertainties himſelf commended, bu 
No richer than his honour : How he gliſters Ne | [ ö 


Through my dark ruſt! and how his pietx 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 


Enter 


 Tingure, or luſtre, in he: lip, her eye, 
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Euter PAULINA, 

Paul. Woe the while 
O, cut my lace; leſt my heart, cracking it, 
Break too |!—— . | 

Lord, What fit is this, good lady ? "EN 

Paul. What ſtudied torments, tyrant, haſt for me ? 
What wheels? racks? fires? What flaying? boiling ? 

burning 

In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer, torture 
Muſt I receive; whoſe every word deſerves 
To taſte of thy moſt worſt ? Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealouſies, 


Fancies too weak ſor boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine! O, think, what they have done, 


And then run mad, indeed; ſtark mad! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but ſpices of it. 
That thou berrayd'ft Polixenes, 'twas nothing; 
That did but ſhew thee, of a fool, inconſtant, 
And damnable ungrateful: nor was't much, 
Thou would'ſt have poiſon'd good Camillo's honour, 
To have him kill a king: Poor treſpaſſes, 
More monſtrous ſtanding by : whereof I reckon 
The calling forth to crows thy baby-daughter, 
To be, or none, or little; tho” a devil 
Would have ſhed water out of fire, ere don't: 
Nor is't directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young prince; whoſe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleir the heart, 
That could conceive, a groſs and fooliſh Sire 
Blemiſh'd his gracious dam: this is not, Ho, 
Laid to thy anſwer : But the lak—OQ lords, 
When I have faid, cry, Woe the queen, the queen, 
The ſweeteſt, deareſt, creature's dead; and vengeance 
: tor't | 
Not dropt down yet. e 
Tord. The higher powers forbid! 
Paul I ſay, ſhe” s dead; I'll ſwear't : if word, nor os 1 
Prevail not, go and fee : if you can bring 


Hcat 
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Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll ſerve you 
As I would do the gods.—But, O thou tyrant ! 
Do not: repent theſe things; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can ſtir: therefore betake thee 
To nothing but deſpair. A thouſand knees, 
Ten thouſand years together, naked, faſting, 
Upon a barren mountain, and ſtill winter 
In ſtorm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 
Tes. Go on, go on: 
Thou canſt not ſpeak too much; I have deſerv'd' 
All tongues to talk their bittereſt. | 
Lord. Say no more; = 
Howe'er the buſineſs goes, you have made fault 
I'the boldneſs of your ſpeech. 
Paul. I am forry for't : 
All faults I make, when I ſhall come to know them 
do repent : Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The raſhneſs of a woman: he is touch'd 
To the noble heart.— What's gone, and what's paſt help, 
Should be paſt grief. Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beſeech you; rather 
Let me be puniſh'd, that have minded you 
Olf what you ſhould forget. Now, good my liege, 
Sir, royal Sir, forgive a fooliſh woman: 
The love I bore your que2n—lo, fool again 
I'll ſpeak of her no more, nor of your children; 
Ell not remember you of my own lord, 
Who is loſt too. Take your patience to you, 
And I'll ſay nothing. 
Leo. Thou didſt ſpeak but well, | 
When moſt the truth; which I receive much better 
Then to be piticd of thee. Pr'ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen and ſon: | 
One grave ſhall be for both. Upon them ſhall 
The cauſes of their death appear unto 
Our ſhame perpetual : Once a day Fil viſit 
The chapel where they ly: and tears, ſhed there, 
Shall be my recreation, $0 long as nature 
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Will bear up with this exerciſe, $6 
80 long I daily vow to uſe it, Come, 
And lead me to theſe forrows, | Eneunt, 


* — 


SCENE ZII. 


nie. A arſert Country near the Sea. Enter Avrico- 
NUS with a Child, anda Mariner, 


Ant. Thou art perfect then, our op hath touch'd upon 
The deſerts of Bohemia ? 

Mar. Ay my lord; and fear, 
We have landed in Fn time; the ſkies look grimly, 


And threaten preſent bluſters. In my conſcience, 


The heavens with that we have in hand are augry, 
And frown upon us. 

Ant. Their ſacred wills be done Go, get aboard; 
Look to thy bark: I'll not be long hefore : 
4.call upon thee. 


Mar. Make your beſt haſte ; and go not 
Too far i” the land: tis like to be loud weather: 


- Beſides, this place is famous for the creatures 


Of prey, that keep upon't. 
Ant. Go thou away: 
III follow inſtantly, 
Mar, I am glad at heart to be ſo rid o'the buſineſs. 
[ Exit, 
Ant. Come, poor babe ; I have heard, 
But not believ'd, the ſpirits of the dead 


May walk again; if ſuch thing be, thy mother 


Appear'd to me laſt night; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one ſide, ſome another, 
I never ſaw a veſlel of like ſorrow - | 
So fill'd, and ſo becoming: in pure white robes, 
Like very ſanity, ſhe did approach N 
My cabin where I lay: thrice bow'd before me, 
And gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech, her eyes 


- $44 of | : Became 
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Became two ſpouts: the fury ſpent, anoan 1 

Did this break from her: « Good Antigonus, 1 

« Since fate, againſt thy better diſpoſition, 

« Hath made thy perſon for the thrower- out 

« Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 

« Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep, and, leave it crying; and, for the babe 

& Is counted loſt for ever, Perdita, 

« I pr'ythee, call't. For this ungentle buſineſs, 

«© Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er ſhalt ſee 

„Thy wife Paulina more :;”—And fo with ſhricks 

She melted into air. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect myſelf; and thought 

This was ſo, and no ſlumber. Dreams are toys: 

Yet for this once, yea, ſuperſtitiouſly, 

I will be ſquar'd by this. I do believe, i 

Hermione hath ſuffer'd death; and that | 1 

Apollo would, this being indeed the iſſue „„ 

Of king Polixenes, it ſhould here be laid, | [| 

Either for life or death, upon the earth : | 

Of its right father. Bloſſom, ſpeed thee well; | | 

[Laying down the Chill. | 

There ly; and there thy character: there theſe; | 

| [Laying down 4 Bundle. 

Which may, if fortune pleaſe, both breed thee, pretty 

one, 

And ſtill reſt thine.———The ſtorm * Poor wretch 

That for thy mother's fault art thus expos'd 

To loſs, and what may follow !--weep I cannot, 

But my heart bleeds: and moſt accurs'd am J 

To be by oath enjoin'd to this.— Farewell! 

The day frowns more and more; thou art like to have 

A lullaby too rough: I never ſaw - 

The heavens ſo dim by day. A ſavage clamour !— 

Well may I get aboard——This is the chace, | 
I am gone for ever. 75 [ Exit, purſued by a Jeers 

Enter an old Shepberd. 

Sbep. I would there were no age between ten and three 


a TERRY or _ youth would fleep out the reſt: for 
there 


LS 


—— 


1 
— 17 —— — 
. W — 5 : — — - _ — — 
£ — I WE * 1 4 — 8 2 
n 1 W n . r Wi , 
8 4 I r 


EIT” PL DES wks 8 8 1 
r P 


n n 


ee 


* 
— EEE EE” 
8 . bs 


; — 5 5 = 5 — En 8 
— fo No — 2 2 r 2 


— 


r 
3 


2 


| 
b 


re — 
XX —4 2 IT 


++'Y 
Ro 
* 
E 
YR 
1 
2 
1 
> 
$ - 


276 TREE WINTER'S TALx. AZ 117, 


there 1s nothing in the between but getting wenches with 
child, wronging the ancientry, ſtealing, fighting.— Hark 
you now !— Would any but theſe boil'd brains of nine- 
tcen, and two and twenty, hunt this weather ? They 
have ſcar'd away two of my beſt ſheep; which, I tear, the 
wolf will ſooner find, than the .maſter : if any where 1 
have them, 'tis by the ſea-ſide, brouzing of ivy. Good 
luck, an't be thy will, what have we here? [Taking up 
the Child.) Mercy on's, a barne! a very pretty barne! A 
boy, er a child, T wonder! A pretty one; a very pretty 
one: Sure ſome ſcape: tho' I am not bookiſh, yet l can 
read waiting gentlewoman in the *ſcape. This has been 
ſome ſtair-work, ſome trunk-work, ſome behind-door- 
work; they were warmer that got this, Man the poor 
thing is here. III take it up for pity : yet I'll tarry till 
my ſon come; he hollow'd but even now. - Whoa, ho- 
_ hoa! 
Enter Clown, 

Clo. Hilloa, loa ! | 
Shep. What, art fo near? If n e ſee a thing to talk 
en when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. What 
ail'ſt thou, man? 

C!o. 1 have ſeen two ſuch ſights, by ſea, and by land; 
but JI am not to ſay, it is a fea, for it is now the ſky; be- 
twixt the firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkin's 


point. 

'Shep. Why boy, VET is it? 

Clo. I would, you did but fee how it chafes, how it 
rages, how it takes up the ſhore ! but that's not to the 
point! Oh, the moſt piteous cry of the poor ſouls! ſome- 
times to ſee 'em, and not to fee m: now the ſhip boring 
the moon with her main-maſt; and anon ſwallow'd with 
yeſt and froth, as you'd thruſt a cork into a hogſhead. 
And then for the land- ſervice— To fee how the bear 
tore out his ſnhoulder- bone; how he cry'd to me for help, 
and ſaid his name was Antigonus, a nobleman ;—But to 
make an end of the ſhip; «0 ſee how the ſea flap- dragon d 
it: — But firſt, how the poor fouls roar'd, and the ſea 
mock d them; And how the poor gentleman roar'd, and 
| 2 the 
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the bear mock'd him; both roaring louder than the ſea, 
or weather, 

Shep. 'Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Clo. Now, now; I have not wink'd ſince I ſaw theſe 


ſights: the men are not yet cold under water; nor the 


bear half din'd on the gentleman; he's at it now. 


Shep. Would, I had been by to have help'd the old 


man. | 
Clo, I would, you had been by the ſhip ſide, to „ 
help'd her; there your charity would have lack'd foot- 


Wy. — Ade. 


Shep. Heavy matters! heavy matters! but look thee 


here, boy. Now bleſs thyſelf; thou meet'it with things 
dying, { with things new-born. Here's a ſight for thee; 
look thee, a bcaring-cloth for a ſquire's child! Look thee 


here; take up, take up, boy; open't; fo, let's ſee; it was. 
told me, I ſhould be rich by the fairies. This is ſome 


changeling —Opcn't : What's within, boy? 
Clo You're a mad old man; if the fins of your youth 
are forgiven you, you're well to-live. Gold! all gold! 


Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and will prove ſo. Up 


with it, keep it cloſe ;> home, home, the next way. We 
are lucky, boy; and to be ſo ſtill, requires nothing but 


ſecrecy. Let my ſheep go; Come, good boy, the next 


way home 
Clo. Go you the next way with your 1 Ill go 
ſee if the bear be gone irom the gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten: they are never curit but when they 
are hungry: if there be any of him left, Il bury it. 
Shep. That's a good deed. If thou may'ſt diſcern, by 


that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to the 


ſight of him. 
Glo. Marry, will I; and you ſhall help to put him i'the 
ground. 


Shep. Tis a Icky day, boy'; ; and we'll do good deeds 
on't. | Es et; 
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„ 1 


Enter 'T1iME, as Chorus. 


Time. 


J. That pleaſe ſome, try all; both j Joy and terror 

Of good and bad; that make, and unfold error — 

Now take upon me, in the name of 'Time, 

To uſe my wings. Impute it not a crime 

To me, or my ſwift paſſage, that I flide 

O'er ſixteen years, and leave the growth untry'd 

Of that wide gap; ſince it is in my power 

To o'erthrow law, and in one ſelf- born hour 

To plant and o'erwhelm cuſtom Let me paſs 

Ihe fame I am, ere ancient'ſt order was, 

Or what is now receiv'd. I witneſs to 

The times, that brought them in; ſo ſhall I do 

To the freſheſt things now reigning; and make ſtale 

'The gliſtering of this preſent, as my tale 

Now ſeems to it. 'Your patience this allowing, 

J turn wy glaſs; and give my ſcene ſuch growing, 

As you had flept between. Leontes leaving 

_ "The effects of his fond jealouſies; ſo grieving 

That he ſhuts up himſelf; imagine me, 

Gentle ſpectators, that I now may be 

In fair Bohemia; and remember well, | 

I mention here a ſon o'the king*<, which Florizel 

T now name to you; and with ſpeed fo pace 

'To ſpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace 

Equal with wond'ring. What of her enſues, 

I liſt not prophecy ;—But let Time's news 

Be known, when *tis brought forth: — A Hepherd's 
daughter, 

And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is the argument of Time: Of this allow, 


if ever you have ſpent time worſe ere now: 
It 


4a l. rut winNTER's TALE, W 


If never, yet that Time himſelf doth ſay, 


He wiſhes earneſtly you never may. [ Exit, 


"_ * 2 — 


Sc NE EZ 


The Court of Bohemia, Enter PoLIxR NIS, and CAMILLo, 


Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importu- 


nate: tis a ſickneſs denying thee any thing; a death to 
grant this, 

Cam. It is fifteen-years ſince I ſaw my country: though 
I have, for the molt part, been aired abroad, I defire to 
lay my bones there. Beſides, the penitent king, my ma- 
ſter, hath ſent for me: to whoſe feeling ſortows I might 
be ſome allay, or I o'<rween to think ſo; which is ano- 
ther ſpur to my departure. | 

Pol. As thou lov'tt me, Camillo, wipe not out the reſt 


of thy ſervices, by leaving me now: the need I have of 


thee, thine own goodneſs hath made: better not to have 


had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou having made 
me buſineſs, which none, without thee, can ſufficiently 


manage, mutt either ſtay to execute them thyſelf, of take 


away with thee the very ſervices thou hall done: which 


if | have not enough conſider'd (as too much 1 cannot) 
to be more thanktul to thee- ſhall be my ſtudy; and my 


profit therein, the heaping friendihips, Of that fatal 


country Sicilia, pr*ythee ſpeak no more: whole very na- 
ming puniſhes me with the rememorance of that peni- 


tent, as thou call'ſt him, and reconciled king, my bro- 


ther; whoſe loſs of his moſt precious queen and children, 
are even now to be afreſh lamented Say to me, when 
ſaw'ſt thou the prince Florizel my ſon ? kings are no lefs 


unhappy, their iſſue not being gracious, than they are in 


loſing them, when they have approved their virtues. 
Cam, Sir, it is three days fince I ſaw the prince: What 


his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown: but I 


have, miſſingly, noted, be is of late much retired from 
. A 2 2 court; 
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court; and is leſs frequent to his princely exerciſes than 
bes ly he hath appeared. 

Pol. | have conſider'd ſo much, Camillo; and with ſome 
care; ſo far, that I have eyes under my ſervice, which 
look upon his removedneſs: from whom have this in- 
telligence; that he is ſeldom from the houſe of a moſt 
homely ſhepherd; a man, they ſay, that from very no- 
thing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, is 
n into an unſpeakable eſtate. 

Cam I have heard, Sir, of ſuch a man, who hath 2 
daughter of moſt rare note: the report of her is extend» 
cd more, than can be thought to begin from ſuch a cot- 
tage ü 
Bel. That's likewiſe a part of my intelligence But, 
I fear, the angle that plucks our fon thither, Thou ſhalt 
— us to the place: where we will, not appear- 
ing what we are, have ſome quèſtion with the ſhepherd; 
from vhofe fimplicity, l think it not uneaſy to get the. 
cauſe of my | ſon's reſort thither. Pr'ythee, be my preſent 
partner in this buſineſs, and lay aſide the thoughts of Si- 
cilia \ 

Cum. I willingly obey your commend | 

Poel. My beſt Camillo !—— We muſt diſguiſe ourſelves; 
[ Exeurts 


— 


SCENE 7E 


Cbanges to e country. Enter AuTOLICUS /inging, 


When daffodils begin to peer, 
With, bey / the doxy over the dale, 
Why, then comes in the ſweet o the year: 
Lor the red blood reigns in Ihe auiuter pals. 
The white ſheet bleaching on the bedge, 
With, bey 1 the ſaueet birds, O bow they fing . 
Doth ſet my pugg ing tooth on edge: - ; 
For a quart of ale ts a diſb for a king. 


I 


— 


-F 
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The larh, that tirra-lirra chaunts, 
Wit, bey! with, bey the th. ui and the jay: 
Are ſummer-ſo gs for me and my aunts, 
While 2e ly tumbling in the hay, | 


— 


T have ſerv'd prince Florizel, and, in my time wore ethres 
pile; but now I am out of ſervice. 


But U 7 go mourn for that, my dear ? 
The pale moon ſhines by night : 
And when 1 wander here and there, 
1 then do go moſt right. 
F tinkers may have leave to live, 
And bear the ſow-ſfein budget: 
Then my account I well may "give, 
And in the ſtocks avouch it 


My traffick is ſheets; when the kite builds, look to leſſer 
linen. My father nam'd me Autolicus, who, being as E 


am, litter'd under Mercury, was hkewile a ſnapper-up 
of unconlider'd trifles: With die and drab, I purchas'd 


this capariſon; and my revenue is the filly cheat. Gal- 


lows, and knock, are too powerful on the high-way ; 
heating and hanging are terrors to me: for the life to 


come, [ ſleep out the thought of it.— prize! a prize! 


Euter Clown. 
Ch. Let me ſee: Every ele ven weather tods; every 


tod yields pound and odd ſhilling; fifteen hundred ſhorn, 


what comes the wool to? 
Aut. If the ipringe hold, the cock's mine LA lde. 


Co. I cannot do't without compters. Let me ſee, what 


am [| to buy for our itecp-thearing feait ; three pound of 
ſugar ; five pound of currants; rice—what wil. this 
filter of mine do with rice? but my father hath made her 


miſtreſs of the fealt, and the lays it on. She hath made 
me four and twenty noſcgays for the ſhearers: three- 


man- ſong-men all, and very good ones; but they are 


moſt of them means, and bales; but one puritan among 
them, and he {ings pfalms to horn- pipes. I mult have 
ſaffron, to colour the warden-pics; mace date 


A 2 Z none; 
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none; that's out of my note; nutmegs, ſeven; a race or 
two of ginger ; but that I may beg; four pound-of prunes, 
and as many raiſins o'the fun. 

Aut. Oh, that ever I was born! 
| [ Groveling on the ground, 

Clo. l' the name of me 

Aut, Oh, help me, help me ! pluck but off theſe rags: 
and then, death, death!—— 

Clo. Alack, poor ſoul, thou haſt need of more rags to - 
lay on thee, rather than have theſe off. 

Aut. Oh, Sir, the loathſomeneſs of them offends me, 
more than the ſtripes I have receiv'd; which are mighty 
ones, and millions. 

Clo. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 

Aut I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten; my money and ap- 
parel ta'en from me, and theſe deteſtable things put upon 
me. ; 
Clo. What, by a horſe-man, or a foot-man ? 

Aut. A foot-man, Sweet Sir, a foot- man. 

Clo. Indeed, he ſhould be a foot-man, by the garments 
he hath left with thee; if this be a horſe-man's coat, it 
hath ſeen very hot ſervice. Lend me thy hand, VII help 
hee. Come, lend me thy hand. Helping bim up; 

Aut Oh! good Sir, tenderly, oh! 

Clo. Alas, poor foul. | 

Aut. O good Sir, foltly, good Sir: 1 fear, Sir, my 
Moulder-blade is out. | 

Clo. How now? canſt ſtand, | 

Aut. Softly, dear Sir; good Sir, ſoftly ; my ha? done 
me a charitable office, 

Clo. Doſt lack any money? 1 have a little money for 
thee. 

Aut No, good ſweet Sir; no, 1 befeech you, Sir: 11 
have a kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mile hence, 
unto whom I was going; I ſhall there have money, or 
any thing I want : Offer me no moneys I pray you; that 
kills my heart. 

Ce. What manner of Ry was he * robb'd you? 

Au. 


As. | Trp wititen's Take, | 283 


Aut. A fellow, Sir, that 1 have known to go about 
with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a ſervant of the 
Prince: I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his virtues 
it was, but he was certainly whipt out of the court 
Clo. His vices, you would ſay; there's no virtue whipp'd 
out o' the court: they cheriſh it to make it lay there, 
and yet it will no more but abide. 
Aut. Vices | would fay, Sir. I know this man well: 


he hath been ſince an ape-bearer ; then a proceſs ſerver, a 
bailiff; then he compalſs'd a motion of the prodigal ſon, 


and married a tinker's wife within a mile where my land 
and living lies; and, having flown over many knaviſh 


profeſſions, he ſettled only in a rogue: ſome call him 


Autolicus: 


Clo, Out upon him, prig! for my life, prig he haunts | 


wakesy fairs, and bear-batings, 
Aut Very true, vir; he, Sir, he; that's the rogue, 


that put me into this apparel. 


Clo. Not a more cowardly, rogue in all n if you L 


had but look'd big, and ſpit at him, he'd have run. 
Aut. i muſt confeſs to you, Sir, I am no tighter: I am 


falſe at heart that way; and that he knew, I warrant hirn. 


Clo. How do you now? 


Aut. Sweet Sir, niuch better than I was; I can ſtand, 
and walk : 1 will even take my leave of you, and pace 


ſoftly towards my kinſman's. 

C/o. Shall 1 bring thee on thy way? 

Aut No, good-tac'd Sir; no, ſweet Sir. 

Clo. Then, farewell, I muſt go to buy ſpices for our 
ſheep-ſhearing. > _ 7. 

Aut. Proſper yon, ſweet Sir - Four purſe is not hot 
enough to purchaſe your ſpice, l'll be with you at your 
ticep-ſhearing too: If I make not this cheat bring out 


another, and the ſhearers prove ſheep, let me he unrolb'd, 


and my name put into the book of vir tue! 
Jag on, jog on, the foot-path way, 
And merri'y bend the ſtile- a.: 
A.merry heart goes all the day, | 
Your fad tires in @ miles. [Exit. 
SCENE 
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SN 117. 


A Shepherd's Cot. Enter F 0K1ZEL, and Prxprra. 


Fs. Theſe your unuſual weeds to each part of you 
Do give a life : no ſhepherdeſs; but Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your *. 5 
Is as a meeting of the powy you | 
And you the queen on't. „ 

Per. Sir, my gracious lord, 
To chide at your extremes, it not becomes me; 
Oh pardon, that l name them: your high ſelf, - 
The gracious mark o' the land, you have obſcur'd 
With a ſwain's wearing: and me, poor lowly maidy- 
Moſt goddeſs-like prank'd up. But that our ſeaſts 
In every meſs have folly, and the feeders 
Digeſt it with a cuſtom ; 1 ſhould bluſh 
To fee you fo attir'd ;' fworm, I thiuk, 
To ſhew myſelf a glaſs. | | 

Flo. I bleſs the time, 
When my good falcon made her fight acrofs 


Thy father's ground, 
Per. Now Jove afford you cauſe! 


To me, the difference forges dread; your greatneſs 
. Hath not been us d to fear. Even now I tremble 
To think, your father, by ſome accident, 


Should paſs this way, as you did: Oh, the fates! 
How would he look, to ſee his work, ſo noble, 
Vilely bound up! What would he ſay ? Or hows 
Should I in theſe my borrow'd flaunts, behold. 
The ſternneſs of his preſence! 

Flo Apprehend 


Nothing but jollity. The gods themſelves, , 


Humbling their deities to love, have taken 


The ſhapes of beaſts upon them. Jupiter 


Became a bull, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated; and the fire-rob'd god, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble iwain, 
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As I ſeem now. Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer; 
Nor in a way fo chaſte : ſince my deſires 
Run not before mine honour ; nor my luſts 
Burn hotter chan my faith, 
Per. O, but, dear Sir, 
Your teſolution cannot hold, when tis 
Oppos' d, as it mult be, by the power o' the king. 
One of theſe two mult be necellities, 
Which then will ſpeak; thas you _ change this 
purpoſe, 
Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou deareſt Perdita, 
With theſe forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken not 
The mirth o' the feaſt : or, I'll be thine, my fair, 
Or not my father's: For { cannot be 
Mine ewn, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine. / To this I am moit conſtant, 
Tho' deſtiny ſay, No. Be merry, gentle; 
Strangle ſuch thoughts as theſe, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your gueſts are coming: 
Lift up your countenance; as it were the day _ 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have ſworn ſhall come, 

Per. O lady fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious! 


Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mors, Dorcas, Servants ; with- 


PoLIXENES and Ca MI. Lo, diſguiſed. 
Bs. See, your gueſts approach: 
Addreſs your ſelf to entertain them ſprightly, 
And let's be red with mirth. a 
Shep. Fy, daughter! when my old wife liv' d, upon 
This day, ſhe was both pantler, butler, cook; 
Both dame and ſervant: welcom'd all, ſcrv'd all: 
Would ſing her ſong, and dance her turn: now here 
At upper end o' the table, now, i'the middle: : 
On his ſhoulder, and his: her face o' fire 
Wich labour; and the thing, ſhe took to quench it 
She would to each one ip. You are retir'd, 
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As if you were a feaſted one, and not 
The hoſteſs of the meeting: Pray you, bid 
Theſe unknown friends to us welcome; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known, 
Come, quench your bluſhes; and preſent yourſelf 
That which you are, miſtreſs o' the feaſt, Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheep-Ihearivg, 
As your good flock ſhall proſper, 
Per. Sir, welcome! [To PoL, and Can. 
It is my father's will, I ſhould take on me 
The hoſteſsfhip o' the day: You're welcome, Sir! 
Give me thoſe flowers there, Dorcas.—Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's roſemary and rue; theſe keep 
Seeming, and ſavour, all the winter long: 
Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to our ſhearing! 
Pol Shepherdeſs f 
(A fair one are you), well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter.” 
Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, 
Not yet on ſummer's death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, the faireſt flowers o' the ſeaſon 
Are our carnations, and ſtreak'd gilly-flowers, 
Which ſome call, nature's baſtards ;* of that kind 
Our ruſtic garden's barren; and I care not 
To get ſlips of them. ö 
Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 
Do you neglect them? | 
Per, For I have heard it ſaid, 
There is an art, which, in their * ſhares 
With great creating nature. 
Pol. Say, there be: 
Vet nature is made better by no mean, 
But nature makes that mean: ſo, over that art 
Which, you ſay, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You fee, forbct maid, we marry 
A gentler ſcyon to the wildeſt ſtock ; 
And make conceive a bark of baſer kind 
By bud of nobler race. This is an art 
| Which 


Which does mend nature, change it rather: but 
The art itſelf is nature. 
Per. So it is. | | 
Pol. Then make your garden rich jn n 
And do not call them baſtards, 
Per. I'll not put 
The dibble in earth, to ſet one flip of them; 
No more than, were I painted, I would wiſh 
This youth ſhould ſay, 'twere well; and only therefore 
Deſire to breed by me Here's flowers for you; 
Hot lavender, mints, ſavoury, marjoram ; 
The marigold, that goes to bed with the ſun, 
And with him rifes, weeping : theſe are flowers 
Of middle ſummer, and, | think, they are given 
To men of middle age. You are very welcome. 
Cam. I ſhould leave grazing, were 1 of your Hock, 
And only live by gazing. | 
Per. Out, alas! | | 3 
You'd be ſo lean, that blaſts of anuary 


Would blow you through and through. Now, my faireft 


friend, 
I would, I had. ſome flowers o' the ſpring, that migha 
Become your time of day; and your's, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
Your maiden-heads growing: O Proſerpina, 
For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou let'ſt fall 
From Dis's waggon! daffodils, 
That come before the ſwallow dares, and tale 
The winds of March with beauty: violets dim, 
But ſweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or Cytherea's breath; pale primroſes, 
'That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his ſtrength (a malady 
Moſt incident to maids) ; gold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial; lilies of all kinds, 
The fleur-de-lis being one! O, theſe | lack 
To make you garlands of; and, my ſweet friend, 
To ſtrow him o'er and o'er, | 


Flo, What? like a-corſe? 
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Per. No, like a bank, for love to ly and play on; 
Not like a corſe: or if— not to be buried, 
But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your — F- 
Methinks, I play as I have ſeen them do, | 
In Whitſun paſtorals : ſure, this robe of mine 
Does change my diſpoſition, 
Flo. What you do, 
Still betters what is done. When you ſpeak, free, 
I'd have you do it ever: when you fing, 
I'd have you buy and ſell ſo; ſo, give alms; 
Pray, fo; and for the ordering your affairs, 
To fing them. too. When you do dance, | wiſh you 
A wave o' the ſea, that you might ever do . , 
Nothing but that: move ſtill, {till ſo, : 
And own no other function. Each your doing, 
So ſingular in each particular, 
Crowns what you're doing in the preſent deeds, 
That all your acts are queens. 
Per. O Doricles, 
Your praiſes are too large: but that your youth 
And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly through it, 
Do plainly give you out an uuſtain'd ſhepherd ;, 
With wiſdom I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woe'd me the falſe way. 
Flo. I think, you have 
As little ſkill to fear, as I have purpoſe 
To put you to't. But, come; our dance, I pray: 
Your hand, my Perdita : fo turtles pair, 
That never mean to part. 
Per. I'll ſwear for em. 
Pol. This is the prettieſt low. born la that ever 
Ran on the green ward; nothing ſhe does, or feems, 
But imacks oi ſomething greater than herſeli, 
Too noble for this place. 
Cam He tells her ſomething 
That makes her blood look out: Good my, * 1s 
The qucen of curds and cream. 
Cle. Come on, ſirike up. 
Der. Mopſa 1 be your miſtreſs ; marry, dick 
I To 
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To mend her kiſling with, 

Atop. Now in good time! 

Clio. Not a word, a word; we ſand upon our man- 

ners; 
Come, ſtrike up. 
Here a Dance of Shepherds and Shepherds Hes. 

Pol. Pray, good ſhepherd, What fair ſwain is this, 
Who dances with your daughter? 

Sbep. They call him Doricles; and he boaſts nn, 
To have a worthy feeding: but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it; 
He looks like ſooth: He ſays, he loves my danghter, 
I think ſo too: for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he']l ſtand, and read, 
As *twere, my daughter's eyes: and to be plain, 
I think, there-is not half a kiſs to chooſe 
Who loves another beſt. 

Pol. She dances featly. 
Shep. So ſne does any thing; though I report it 
That thould be ſilent; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, ſhe ſhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 
1 Enter a 8 er vant. | 

Ser. O maſter, if you did but hear the pedlar at the 

door, you would never dance again after a tabor and pipe 
no, the bag-pipe could not move you: he tings ſeveral 
tunes, faſter than you'll tell money; he utters them as 
he had eaten ballads, and all men's ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo. He could never come better: he ſhall come in. 
I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter 


merrily ſet down; or a very pleaſant NT indeed, and 
ſung lamentably. 


Ser. He hath ſongs, for man, or woman, of all ſizes; ne 


milliner can fo fit his cuſtomers with gloves : he has the 
Pt ettieſt love-ſongs for maids ; ſo without bawdry (which 
is ſtrange, ) with ſuch delicate burdens of dil-do's and fa- 
dings: jump her and thump ber: and where ſome ſtretch- 
mouth'd raſcal would, as it were, mean miſchief, and 


break a foul gap into the matter, he makes the maid to 
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anſwer, Whoop, do me no harm, good man ; puts him off, 
fights him, with Loop, do me no barm, good man, 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkeſt of an admirable-conceited 
fellow. Has he any unbraided wares? 

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i'the a : 
Points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learned- 
ly handle, though they come to him by the groſs; inkles, 
caddiſſes, cambricks, lawns: why, he ſings them over, 

*as they were gods and goddeſſes: you would think a 
ſmock were a ſhe-angel, he ſo chants to the ſleeve- band, 
and the work about the ſquare-on t. 

Clo. Pr ythee, bring him in; and let him approach 
Anging. 

Per. Forewarn TRE that he uſe no ſcurrilous words in 
His tunes. 

Clo. You have of theſe pedlars that havg more in en 
than you'd think, ſiſter. 

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 


Eater AUTOLICUS ſinging. 
Laon, as white as driven ſnow ; 
Cyprus, black as Cer wavsurtw ; 
Gloves, as feoeet as damaſt rofes ; 
Maſes for faces, and for noſes ; 
Hugle-bracelels, nec l- late amber; 
Perfume for a lady's chamber : 
Golden quoifs, and ſtomachers, 
For my lads to give their dears : 
Pins, and poking-ſtichs of feel, 
M bat maids lack from head to bee! : 
Come buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy, 
Buy, lads, or elſe yeur af city: 
Come buy, Fc. 
Clo. If I were not in love with Mopſa, thou ſhould' it 
take no money of me; but being enthrall'd as I am, it 
wal alſo be the bondage of certain ribbons and gloves. 
Map. 1 was promis'd them againſt the fealt ; but they 
come not too late now. 


Dar. 
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Dor. He hath promis'd you more than that, or there be 
liars. - 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promis'd you : 'may be, 
he has paid you more ; which will ſhame you to give him 
again, 

Glo, Is there no manners left among maids ? will they 
wear their plackets, where they ſhould wear their taces ? 
Is there not milking-time, when you are going to hed, 


or kill hole, to whitile off theſe ſecrets ; but you muſt be 


tittle-tattling before all our gueſts? Tis well they are 
whiſpering. Clamour your tongues, and not a word 
more. 

Map. 1 have done. Come, you wombes me a tawdry 
lace, and a pair of ſweet gloves. 

Clo, Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
way, and loſt all my money ? 

Aut. And, indeed, Sir, there are cozeners abroad: there« 
Fore it behoves men to be wary, 

Clos Fear not thou, man; thou ſhalt loſe nothing wits | 

Aut, J hope ſo, Sir; for 1 have about me many parcels 
of charge, 

Clo, What haſt here ? ballads? 

Mop. Pray now, buy ſome ; I love a ballad in print, or 
a life; for then we are ſure they are true, | 

Pe: Here's one, to a very dolefy] tune, How an uſur- 
er's wite was brought to-bed with twenty money-bagg 
at a burden; and how ſhe long d to eat adders' heads 
and toads carbonado'd, | 

Mop. ls it true, think you? 

Aut. Very true, and but a month old, 
Dor. Bleſs me from marrying an uſurer! 
Aut. Here's the midwifes name to't, one miſtreſs Tale- 

porter, and five or fix honeſt wives that were preſent. 
Why ſhould I carry lies abroad ? 

Map. Pray you now, buy it. 


Glo, Come on, lay it by; and let's firſt ſee: more ballads; 


we'll buy the other things anon, 
Aut, Here's another ballad, of a fiſh that appear'd up- 
en the coaſt, on Wedneſday the fourſcore of April, forty 
B b 2 thouſand 
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thouſand fathom above water, and ſung this ballad 
againſt the hard hearts of maids: it was thought, ſhe was 
a woman, and was turn'd into a cold fiſh, for ſhe would 
not. exchange fleſh with one that lov'd her, The ballad 
is very pitiful, and as true. 

Dor. ls it true too, think you? 

Ant. Five juſtices hands at it; and witneſſes, more than 
my pack will hold. 

Oo, Lay it by too: Aether | 

Aut. This is a merry ballad;. but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let's have ſome merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this 18 a paſſing merry one; and goes to as 
tune of, Tivo maids wyooing a man there's ſcarce a maid - 
weſtward, but ſhe ſings it; 'tis in requeſt, I can tell you. 
Mop. We can both ſing it; if thou'lt bear a part, thou 
ſhalt hear; *tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on't a month ago. 

Aut, 1 can bear my part; you muſt know, *tis my 


occupation: have at it with you. 
S O N . 


A. Get you hence, for I muſt go; 
Where, it fits not you to know, | 

D. Whither ? M. O whither ? D. Whither / 
M. It becomes thy oath full well, 
Thou to me thy ſecrets tell ; 

D. Me too, let me go thither. 
M. Or thou go'ſ? to the grange, or mill ; 
D. If to either, thou do'ft ill. 

A. Neither. D. What, neither ? A. Neither. 
D. Thou haſt ſworn my love to be; 
: M. Thou haſt ſworn it more to me; 

Then whither go'ſt ? ſay, whither ? 


Clo. We'll have this ſong out anon by ourſelves : My 
father and the gentleman are in fad talk, and we'll not 
trouble them: Come, bring away thy pack after me. 
Wenches, i'll buy for you both. Pedlar, let's have the 


&ſt choice, Follow me, girls. 
Aut, 
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Aut. And you ſhall pay well for em. [ A/ide. 
Will you buy any tape, 
Or lace for your cape, 
M) dainty duch, my d:ar-a 7 
And ſill, and tbread, 
And toys for your bead 
Of the new'j?, and ſin ſi wear-a 
Come to the pedlar ; 
Money's a medlar, 
| That doth utter all men's wear a. 


[ Exit Clown, AUTOL1CUs, DokCas, RIDER. 


Enter a Servant, 

ger. Maſter, there are three car ters, three ſhepherds, 
three neat-herds, and three ſwine-herds, that have made 
themſelves all men of hair, they call themſelves ſaltiers: 
and they have a dance, which the wenches ſay is a gally- 
maufry of gambols, becauſe they are not in't: but they 
themſelves are o' the mind, if it be not too rough for 
fome, that know little but bowling, it will pleaſe plenti- 
fully. 

Sbep. Away! we'll none on't; here has been too 
much homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary 
You. | | 
Pol. You weary thoſe that refreſh us} Pray, let's ſee 
theſe four-threes of herdſmen. 

Ser. One three of them, by their own report, Sir, hath 
danc'd before the king; and not the worſt of the three 
but jumps twelve foot and a half by the ſquare. 

Shep. Leave your prating ; fince theſe good men are 
pleas'd, let them come in; but quickly now, 
Ser, Why, they ſtay at the door, Sir, 
Here a dance of Twelve Satyrs. 
Pol. [Afide.] O, father, you'll know more of that 
hereafter. 
Fs it not too far gone ?—Tis time to part them. 

He's ſimple, and tells much. —How now, fair ſhepherd ? 
Your heart is full of ſomething, that doth take 
Your mind from feaſting. Sooth, when I was young, 
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And handed love, as you do, I was wont : 
To load my ſhe with knacks: I would have ranſack' d. 
- The pedlar's filken treaſury, and have pour'd it 
To her acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your laſs. 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe ; and call this 
Your lack of love. or bounty; you were ſtraited 
For a reply, at leaſt, if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 
Flo. Old Sir, I know, 
She prizes not ſuch trifles as theſe are : 
The gifts, ſhe looks from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart; which I have given already, 
But not deliver'd. O, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it ſhould ſeem, 
Hath ſometime lov'd. I take thy hand; this hand; 
As ſoft as dove's down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd ſnow 
That's bolted by the northern blaſt twice o'er. - 
Pol. What follows this? | 
5 How prettily the young ſwain ſeems to waſh 
The hand, was fair before !—1 have put you out ;— 
But, to your proteſtation: let me hear | 
What you profeſs. 
Flo. Do, and be witneſs to't. 
Pol. And this my neighbour too? 


Flo. And he, and more 
Than he, and men; the earth, and heavens, and all: 


That were I crown'd the moſt imperial monarch, 
Thereof moſt worthy ; were I the faireſt youth 
That ever made eye ſwerve ; had force, and knowledge> 
More than was ever man's, [ would not prize them 
Without her love: for her, employ them all; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her fervice, 
Or to their own perdition, 
Pol. Fairly offer'd. 
Cam. This ſhews a ſound. affeQion, . 
Shep. But, my daughter, 
* pn like to him ?. 


1 


; Pers 


* 
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Per. I cannot ſpeak | 
So well, nothi# ſo well; no, nor mean better. 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
Fhe purity of his, 
Shep. Take hands, a bargain 
And, friends unknown, you ſhall bear witneſs to't: 
F give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 
Flo. O, that muſt be 
Pthe virtue of your daughter: one being dead, 
I. ſhall have more than you can dream of yet; 
Enough then for your wonder : But, come on,. 
Contract us fore theſe witneſſes, 
Shep. Come, your hand, 
And, daughter, your's. 
Pol. Soft, ſwain, a while; beſeech vou, 
Have you a father ?- 
Flo. 1 have : But what of him ? 
Pol. Knows he of this? 
Flo. He neither does, nor ſhall. 
Pol. Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his ſon, a gueſt 
That beſt becomes the table: Pray you, once more, 
Is not your father grown incapable | 
Of reaſonable affairs? is he not ſtupid 
With age, and altering rheums ? Can he ſpeak ? hear? 
Know man from man ? diſpute his own eſtate? 
Lies he not bed-rid? and, again, does nothing, 
But what he did being childith ? 
Flo. No, good Sir; 
He has his health, and ampler frengrh, deeds. 
Than moſt have of his age. 
Pol. By my white beard, 
Vou offer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial : Reaſon, my ſon 
Should chooſe himſelf a wife: but as good ad . 
The father (all whoſe joy is nothing elſe 
But fair poſterity) ſhould hold ſome counſel 
*r ſuch a buſineſs, : 
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Ho. I yield all this; 
But, for ſome other reaſons, my grave Sis; 
Which *tis not fit you know, I not acquaint. 
My father of this buſineſs, 
Pol. Let him know't. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Hol. Pr'ythee let him. 
Flo. No; he muſt not. 
| Shep. Let him, my fon ; he ſhall not need to grieve- 
At knowing of thy choice. 
Flo. Come, come, he muſt not: 
Mark our contract. | | 
Pol. Mark your divorce, young Sir, 
Di eo ver ing Biel 8 
Whom ſon I dare not call ; thou art too baſe 
To be acknowledg'd. Thou a ſceptre's heir, | 
That thus affect'ſt a ſheep-hook ! Thou old traitor; 
Jam ſorry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou, freſh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft ;- who, of _—_ muſt know: 
The royal fool thou cop'ſt with 
Shep. O, my heart! 
Pal. I'll have thy beauty ſcratch'd with briars, and. 
| made 
More homely than thy ſtate. For thee, fond boy, 
If 1 may ever know thou doſt but ſigh | 6 
That thou no more ſhalt never ſee this knack (as never 
T mean thou ſhalt), we'll bar thee from ſucceſſion ; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no, not our kin, 
Far then Deucalion off. Mark thou my words; 
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this time, 
Tho' full of our diſpleaſure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. And you, enchantment, 
Worthy enough a herdſman; yea him too, | 
That makes hiniſelf, but for our honour therein, 
 Unworthy thee ; if ever, henceforth, thou 
'Thefe rural latches to his entrance open, 
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, . 
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I will deviſe. a death as cruel for thee, | 
As thou art tender to it, Exit. 
Per. Even here, undone! : | 
I was not much affeard : for once, or twice, 
I was about to ſpeak; and tell him plainly, _ 
The ſelf-ſame ſun, that ſhines upon his court, 
Hides not his viſage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike, Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, be gone ? 
[To FLORIZ ES. 
I told you, when would come of this. 'Beſeech you, 
Of your own ſtate take care: this dream of mine 
Being now awake, VI] queen it no inch farther, 
But milk my ewes, and weep 
Cam, Why, how now, father ? 
Speak, ere thou dieſt. 
Shep. I cannot ſpeak, nor think, 
Nor dare to know that which I know. O Sir, 
{To FLoIIZ ET. 
You have undone a man of fonrfoncs three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea, 
To die upon the bed my father dy'd, 
To ly cloſe by his honeſt, bones: but now 
Some hangman muſt put on my ſhroud, and lay me 
Where no. prieſt ſhovels in duſt, —O-curſed wretch ! 
[To PERDITA.. 
That knew'ſt, this was the prince; and would'ſt adven- 
ture | 
To mingle faith with him. Undone! undone! 
If I might die within this hour, I have liv'd 
To die when 1 deſire, [Exit 
Fo. Why look you ſo upon me? 
Jam but ſorry, not affeard ; delay'd, 
But not hing alter'd ; What [ was, I am: 
More ſtraining on, for plucking back: not following- 
My leaſh unwillingly. 
Cam. Gracious, my lord, 
You know your father's temper ; at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech (which I do gueſs, 
Lou do not purpoſe to him), and as hardly , ik 
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Will he endure your ſight as yet, I fear: 
Then, 'till rhe fury of his higneſs Ne, 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpoſe it. 
I think, Camillo——. 

Cam, Even he, my lord, 

Per, How often have I told you, would be thus! 
How often ſaid, my dignity would laſt 
But till twere known! 

Flo, It cannot fail, but by 
The violation of my faith; and then 
Let nature cruſh the ſides o'the earth together, 
And mar the ſeeds within !—-Lift up thy Tooks— 
From my ſucceſſion wipe me, father | 1 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Be advis' d. 

Flo. 1 am! and by my fancy: if my reaſon 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reaſon ; 
If not, my ſenſes, better pleas'd with madneis, 
Do bid it welcome. 
Cam. This is deſperate, Sir. 
Flo. So call it: but it does fulfil my vow ; 
I needs muſt think it honeſty, Camillo, 
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean'd ; for all the ſun ſees, or 
The cloſe earth wombs, or the profound ſeas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
To this my fair belov'd ; Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have ever been my father's friend, 
When he ſhall miſs me (as, in faith, I mean not 
To ſee him any more), caſt your good counſels 
Upon his paſſion ; let myſclf, and fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
And ſo deliver, I am put to fea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore; 
And moſt opportune to our need, I have 
A veſſel rides faſt by, but not prepar'd 
For this deſign. What courſe I mean to hold 


Shall 
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Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 
Cam. O my lord! 
I would your ſpirit were eaſier for advice, 
Or ſtronger for your need. 
Flo. Hark, Perdita | „ | 
P11 hear you by and by, [Ts Cauitie, 
Cam. | Afide.] He's irremoveable, | N 
Reſolv'd for flight : Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to ſerve my turn; 
Save him from danger, do him love and 3 
Purchaſe the ſight again of dear Sicilia 
And that unhappy king, my maſter, whom 
1 fo much thirſt to ſee. 
Flo. Now, good Camillo—— 
Jam fo fraught with curious buſineſs, that 
1 leave out ceremony. ” 
Cam. Sir, I think, 
You have heard of my poor ſervices, i the love 
That I have borne your father? . 
Flo. Very nobly | 
Have you deſerv'd: it is my father's muſic | a 
To ſpeak your deeds ; not little of his care 
To have them recompens'd, as thought ON, 
Cam. Well, my lord, 
If you may pleaſe to think I love the King: In 
And, through him, what is neareſt to him, which is 
Your gracious ſelf, embrace but my direction. 
(If your more ponderous and ſettled praject 
May ſuffer alteration) on mine honour, 
PII point you where you ſhall have ſuch receiving 
As ſhall become your highneſs; where you may 
Enjoy your miſtreſs; from the whom, | ſee, 
There's no disjunction to be made, but by 
(As, heavens forefend !) your ruin. Marry her; 
And with my beſt endeavours, in your abſence, 
Your diſcontenting father 1 will ſtrive 


To o qualify, and bring him up to * 
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No. How, Camillo, 
May this, almoſt a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee ſomething more than man, 
And, after that, truſt to thee. 
Cam, Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll go? 
Flo. Not any yet: 
But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do, ſo we profeſs 
Ourſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 
Cam. Then liſt to me. 
This follows. If you will not change your purpoſe, 
But undergo this flighit; make for Sicilia: 
And there preſent yourſelf, and your fair princeſs 
(For ſo, I ſee, ſhe muſt be), fore Leontes ; 
She ſhall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks, I ſee 
| Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth: afks thee, the ſon, forgiveneſs, 
As *twere i'the father's perſon : kiſſes the hands _ 
Of your freſh princeſs : o' er and o'er divides him; 
*Twixt his unkindneſs and his kindneſs; the one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow | 
Fafter than thought, or time. 
Flo. Worthy Camillo, 
What colour for my viſitation ſhall I 
Hold up before him? g 
Cam. Sent by the king your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, ſhall deliver, 
Things known bet wixt us three, I'll write you down: 
The which ſhall point you forth at every ſitting, 
What you mult ſay ; that he ſhall not perceive, 
But that you have your father's boſom there, - 
And ſpeak his very heart. 
Flo. I am bound to you: 
There is ſome ſap in this, 


_— 
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Cam. A courſe more promiſing 
Than a wild dedication of yourſelves 
170 unpath'd waters, undream'd ſhores; moſt certain 
Jo miſeries enough: no hope to help you; 
But, as you ſhake off one, to take another : 
Nothing ſo certain as your anchors; who 
Do their belt office, if they can but ſtay you 
Where you'll be loth to be. Beſides, you know, 
Proſperity's the very bond of love; 
Whoſe freſh complexion and whoſe t together 
Affliction alters. 
Per. One of theſe is true: 
I think, affliction may ſubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 
Cam Yea, ſay you ſo? 
There ſhall not at your father's houſe, theſe ſeven years, 
Be born another ſuch, 
Flo. My good Camillo, 
She is as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i' the rear of birth. 
Cam. I cannot ſay, tis pity \ 
She lacks inſtructions; for ſhe ſeems a miſtreſs 
To moſt that teach. 
Per. Your pardon, Sir, for this; 
I'll bluſh- you thanks. 
Flo. My prettieſt Perdita. 
But, oh, the thorns we ſtand upon! Camillo, 
Pr cſerver of my father, now of me ; | 
The medicine of our houſe ! how ſhall we do? 
We are not furniſh'd like Bohenua's ſon; 
Nor ſhall appear in Sicily. 
Cam. My lord, 
Fear none of this: I think, you know my fortunes 
Do all ly there: it ſhall be ſo my care 
To have you royally appointed, as if 
The ſcene, you play, were mine. For inſtance, Sir, 
'That you may know you ſhall not want ; one word— 
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Enter AUTOLICUS, 

Aut. Ha, ha! what a fool Honeſly is! and Truſt, his 
ſworn brother, a very ſimple gentleman ! I have ſold all 
my trumpery; not a counterfeit? ſtone, not a ribbon, 
glaſs, pomander, brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, ſhoe-tie, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my pack 
from faſting : they throng who ſhould buy firſt ; as if my 
trinkets had been hallowed, and brought a benedition 
to the buyer: by which means, I ſaw whoſe purſe was 
beſt in picture; and, what I ſaw, to my good uſe I remem« 
ber'd. My Clown (who wants but ſomething to be a 
_ reaſonable man), grew ſo in love with the wenches' ſong, 
that he would not ſtir his pettitoes till ke had both tune 
and words! which ſo drew the reſt of the herd to we, 
that all their other ſenſes ſtuck in ears: you might have 
pinch'd a placket, it was ſenſeleſs; *twas nothing, to geld 
a codpiece of a purſe; I would have filed keys off, that 
hung in chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my Sir's 
ſong, and admiring the nothing of it. So that, in this 
time of lethargy, I pick'd and cut? moſt of their feſtival 
purſes: and had not the old man come in with a whoo- 
bub againſt his daughter and the king's fon, and ſcar'd 
my choughs from the chaff, 1 had not left a purfe alive 
in the whole army. [CAM. FLo. and PER. come forward, 

Cam. Nay, but my letters by this means beivg there, 
So ſoon as you arrive, hall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And thoſe that you'll procure from Sing Leon» 

tes 

Cam. Shall ſatisfy your father. h 

Per, Happy be you! 

All, that you ſpeak, ſhews fair, | 

Cam. Who have we here? [ Secing AUTOLICUS, 
We'll make an inſtrument of this; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. | | 

Aut. If they have over-heard me now—why hanging. 

Cam. How now, good fellow? why ſhak'ſt thou fo ? 
Fear not, man; here's no harm intended to thee. 

Aut. J am a poor fellow, Sir. | 

Cam. Why, be fo ill: here's Oey will Read that 

from 
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from thee; yet ſor the outſide of thy poverty, we muſt 
make an exchange; therefore, diſcaſe thee inſtantly, thou 
mult think, there's neceſſity in't, and change garments 
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Flo. Diſpatch, I pr'ythee. 
Aut. Indeed, I have had earneſt; but I cannot with 


with this gentleman : Though the pennyworth, on his ; 
fide, be the worſt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. ; 
Aut, 1 am 4 poor fellow, Sir: —I know ye well e- | 3 
nough. LA t. 1 
Cam. Nay, pr'ythee, diſpatch : : the gentleman is half 1 
flead already. 1 
Aut. Are you in earneſt, Sir —1 ſmell, the trick of ''Y 
1t.— ö LAlide. 1 
1 


„ 
r 


conſcience take it | +> M 1 
Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. — J 


Fortunate miſtreſs—let my prophecy 

Come home to you !—you mutt retire yourſelf 
Into ſome covert: take your ſweet-heart's hat, 
And pluck it o'er your brows; muffle your face; 
Diſmantle you; and, as you can, diſliken 
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7 
The truth of your own ſeeming; that you may, . 
For I do fear eyes over you, to * board i 
Get undeſcry'd. 1 
Per. I fee, the play fo lies, 1 
That [ mult bear a part. 1 1 
Cam. No remedy—— Wh 


Have you done there ? 
Flo. Should I now meet my father, f 
He would not call me ſon. . | | : 1 
Cam. Nay, you ſhall have no hat: 9 


122 


Come, lady, come. —— Farewell, my friend, Wt - 
Aut. Adieu, Sir. | 1 
Flo. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot? i 1 

Pray you, a word. "1 
Cam. What I do next, ſhall be, to tell the king [fide 1 

Of this eſcape, and whither they are bound: JF 

Wherein my hope is, I ſhall ſo prevail 9 

Fo force him after: in whoſe company Il. » 

1 ball review Sicilia; for whoſe fight 1 . 
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I have a woman's longing. - 

Flo. Fortune ſpeed us 
Thus we ſet on, Camillo, to the ſea- ade. 

[Exit FLO, with PER, 

Cam. The ſwifter ſpeed, the better. [ Exit, 

Aut, 1 underſtand the buſineſs, Lhear it: To have an 
open ear, a quick eye, ard a nimble hand, is neceſſary 
for a cut-purſe ; a good noſe is requiſite alſo, to ſmell 
out work for the other ſenſes. I fee, this is the time that 
the unjuſt man doth thrive. Whan an exchange had this 
been, without boot? what a boot is here, with this ex- 
change? Sure, the gods do this year connive at us, and 
we may do any thing extempore. The prince himſelf is a- 
bout a piece of iniquity; ſtealing away from his father, 
with his clog at his heels, If I thought it were not a piece 
of honeſty to acquaint, the king withal, I would do't : 1 
hold it the more knavery to conceal it; and therein am I 
conſtant to my profeſſion. 

Enter Clown and Shepherd. ; 

Aſide, aſide here's s more matter for a hot brain: Eve- 
ry lane's end, every ſhop, church, ſeſſion, hanging, 1 980 
a careful man work. 

Clo. See, ſee; what a man you are now! there is no 


other way, but to tell the king ſhe's a changeling, and 


none of your fleſh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, but hear me, 

Clo. Nay, but hear me, 

S3ep. Go to then. 

Clo. She being none of your dem and blood, your fleſh 
and blood has not offended the king; and, . your fleſh 
and blood is not to be punifh'd by him. Shew thoſe 
things you found about her; thoſe ſecret things, all but 
what ſhe has with her: This being done, let the law go 
whiſtle; I warrant you. 

Shep. I will tell the king all, every word; yea, and his 
fon's pranks too; who, I may ſay, is no honeſt man net- 
ther to his father, nor to me, to go about to make me 
the king's brother-in-law. 


Ele. Indeed, brother-in-law Was me fartheſt off yon. 
— | coul. 


— 
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could have been to him; and then your blood had been 
the Cearer, by I know how much an ounce, | 

Aut, Very wiſely; puppies! [ Afide. 
 Shep., Well; let us to the king; there is that in this 
farthel will make him ſcratch his beard. 

Aut, I know not, what impediment this complaint may 
be to the flight of my maſter. 

Clo. Pray heartily he be at the palace. 

Aut. Though | am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſome- 
times by chance. Let me pocket up my pedlar's excre- 
ment. —— How now, ruſticks? whither are you bound? 

Sbep. To the palace, an it like your worſhip. - 

Aut. Your affairs there? — what? with whom? the 
condition of that farthel? the place of your dwelling ? 
your names? your age? of what having, breeding, and 
any thing that is fitting for to be known? diſcover. 

Co. We are but plain fellows, Sir. 

Aut. A lie; you are rough and hairy: Let me have 
NO lying; ; it becomes none but tradeſmen, and they often 
give us ſoldiers the lie! but we pay them for it with 
ſtamped coin, not ſtabbing ſteel; therefore they do not 


give us the lie. 
Clo. Your worſhip had like to have given us one, if 


you had not taken yourſelf with the manner. 
Shep. Are you a courtier, an't like you, Sir? 


Aut. Whether it like me, or no, I am a courtier. See'ſt 


thou not the air of the court, in theſe enfoldings? hath 
not my gait in it, the meaſure of the court ? receives not 
thy noſe court-odour from me? reflect I not, on thy baſe- 
neſs, court-contempt ? Think'ſt thou, for that I inſi- 
nuate, or toze from thee thy bulineſs, am therefore no 
courtier? 1 am courtier, Cap-8-pe; and one that will ei- 
ther puſh, on, or pluck back thy buſineſs there: where- 
| upon I command thee to open thy affair. 

Sbep. My bulineſs, Sir, is to the king, 


Aut. What advocate haſt thou to him? 8 


Shep. I know not, an't like you. 
Co. Advocate's the court-word for a pheafant; ſay 
you have none, 
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Shep. None, Sir; I have no pheaſant, cock, nor hen. 
Aut. How bleſs'd are we, that are not fimple men! 
Vet nature might have made me as theſe are, 
Therefore I will not diſdain. 

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them not 
handſomely. 

Cle. He ſeems to be the more noble in being fantaſti- . 
cal. A great man, Vil warrant; I know, by the picking 
on's teeth. 2 

Aut. The farthel there: whe $.1 | farthe] ? 
Wherefore that box? 

Shep. Sir, there lies fuch ſecrets, in this farthel, and 
box, which none muſt know but the king; and which he 
ſhall know within this hour, if I may come to the ous 
et him. 

Aut, Age, thou haſt loſt thy labour. 

Shep. Why, Sir? 

Aut. The king is not at the palace: he is gone aboard 
a new ſhip, to purge melancholy and air himſelf : For if 
thou be'ſt capable of things ſerious, thou muſt know, the 
| King is full of grief. 

Shep. So *tis faid, Sir, about his fon that ſhould have 
married a ſhepherd's daughter. 

Aut. If that ſhepherd be not in hand-faſt, let him fly; 
the curſes he thall have, the tortures he ſhall feel, will 
break the back of man, the heart of monſter, 

Clo. Think you fo, Sir? 

Aut, Not he alone ſhall fuffer what wit can make hea- 
vy, and vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are germane to 
him, tho' removed fifty times, ſhall all come under the 
Ban zman; which though it be great pity, yet it is necel- 
fary. An' old ſheep-whiſtling rogue, a ram- tender, to 
offer to have his daughter come into grace ! ſome ſay, he 
{yall be ſton'd; but that death is too ſoft for him, ſay I. 
Draw our-throne into a ſheep-cote! all deaths are too 
few; the ſnar peſt too eaſy. 

Cie. Has the old man &er a fon, Sir, Co you hear, an't 
like you, Sir :. 


A #74 
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Aut. He has a ſon, who ſhall be flay'd alive; then, 
'nointed over with honey, ſet on the head of a waſp's 
neſt ; then ſtand, till he be three quarters and a dram 
dead: then recover'd again with aqua-vitz, or ſome o- 
ther hot infuſion : then, ray as he is, and in the hotteſt 
day prognoſtication proclaims, ſhall he be ſet againſt a 
brick wall, the ſun looking with a ſouth-ward eye upon 
him; where he is to behold him, with flies blown te 
death. But what talk we of theſe traitorly raſcals, whoſe 
miſeries are to be ſmil'd at, their offences being fo capi- 
tal? Tell me (for you ſeem to be honeſt plain men), 
what you have to the king : being ſomething gently con- 
ſider'd, I'll bring you where he is aboard, tender your 
perſons to his preſence, whiſper him in your behalfs; and 
if it be in man, beſides the king, to effect your ies: here 
is a man ſhall do it. 

C/o. He ſeems. to be of great 1 cloſe with 
him, give him gold; and though authority be a ſtubborn 
bear, yet he is oft led by the noſe with gold: ſhew the 
inſide of your purſe to the-outſide of his hand, and no 
more ado. Remember, ſton'd, and flay'd alive. 


Sbeb. An't pleaſe you, Sir, to undertake the buſineſs 7 


for us, here is that gold J have: PII make it as much 
more, and leave this young man in pawn *till I bring it you, 
Aut. Aﬀter 1 have. done what I promiſed ? 
Shep. Ay, Sir. 


Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are you a party in 


this buſineſs ? 


C!o. In ſome ſort, Sir: but though my caſe be a pitiful 


one, | hope, I thall not be flay'd out of it. 

Aut. Oh, that's the caſe of the ſhepherd's ſon : Hang 

bim, he'll be made an example. 

C/o, Comfort, good comfort: We muſt to the king, 
and ſhew our ſtrange fights : he muſt know, *tis none of 
your daughter, nor my fiſter ; we are gone elſe. Sir, I 
wall give you as much as this old man does when the buſi- 
nels is perform'd ; and remain, as be ſays, your pawn, *till 
it be brought you. 

Aut, I will truſt you, Walk before toward the ſea- 
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ſide, go on the right-hand; I will but look upon the 


hedge, and follow you. 
Clo. We are bleſs'd in this man, as I may ſay even 


bleſs'd. 

Sbep. Let's before, as he bids us: he was provided 1 to 
do us good. [ Exeunt Shep. and Clo. 

Aut. If I had a mind to be honeft, I ſee, Fortune would 
not ſuffer me; ſhe drops booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double occaſion; gold, and the means 
to do the prince my maſter good; which, who knows 
how that may turn back to my advancement? I will bring 
theſe two moles, theſe blind ones, aboard him: if he 
think it fit to ſhore them again, and that the complaint 
they have to the king concerns him nothing, let him call 
me rogue, for being ſo far officious; for I am proof a- 
gainſt that title, and what ſhame elie belongs to't: To 
him will | preſent them, there may be matter in it. 
| | Exit, 


ACT v. SCENE I 


— — ——ä ——— — — 


Changes to Sicilia. Enter LEON TES, CLEOMENES, Diox, 
PAULINA, and Servants. 


Cleomenes. 


Sia, you have done enough, and have per form'd 
A ſaint-like forrow : no fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd; indeed, paid down 
More penitence, than done treſpaſs. At the laſt, 
Do, as the heavens have done, forget Fon: evil; 
With them, forgive yourſelf. | 
Leo. Whilſt I remember _ 
Her, and her virtues, 1 cannot forget 
My blemiſhes in them; and ſo ſtill think of 
The wrong I did myſelf : which was ſo much, 
That heir-leſs it hath made my kingdom; and 
| Deſtroy'd 
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Deſtroy'd the ſweet'ſt companion, that e' er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 5 
Paul. True, too true, my lord: 
If, one by one, you wedded all the world, 
Or, from the All that are, took ſamething good, 
To make a perfect woman; ſhe, you kill'd, 
Would be unparrallel'd. 
Teo. I think ſo, Kill'd! | 
She I kill'd? I did ſo: but thou ftrik'ſt me 1 
Sorely, to fay I did; it is as bitter ia 
Upon thy tongue, as in my —_ Now, good ew, . 
Say ſo but ſeldom. 
Cleo. Not at all, good lady; 
| You might have ſpoke a thouſand things, that wool 
have done the time more benfit, and grac'd | 
Your kindneſs better, 
Paul. You are one of thoſe, " 
Would have him wed again. 
Dio. If you would not ſo, 
You pity not the ſtate, nor the remembrance 
Of his moſt ſovereign name; conſider little, 
What dangers (by his highnefs' fail of iſſue) 
May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Uncertain lookers on, What were more holy, 
Than to rejoice, the former queen is well? 
What, holier, than for royalty's repair, 
For preſent comfort, and for future good, 
To bleſs the bed of majeſty again 
With a ſweet fellow to't ? 
Paul. There is none worthy, 
Reſpecting her that's gone, Beſides, the gods 
Will have fulfill'd their ſecret purpoſes; 
For has not the divine Apollo ſaid, 
Ist not thegtenour of his oracle, 
That king Leontes ſhall not have an heir, 
„Fill his loſt child be found? which, that it ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous to our human reaſon, 
As my Antigonus to break his grave, 
And come again to me; who on my 252 
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Did periſh with the infant, *Tis your counſe}, 
My lord ſhould to the heavens be contrary ; 
Oppoſe againſt heir wills. Oare not for iſſue; 
[To the y 
The crown will find an heir. Great Alexander 
Left his to the worthieſt ; ſo his ſucceſſor 
Was like to be the beſt, _ | 
Leo, Good Paulina, 
Who haſt the memory of Hermione, 
I know, in honour : O, that ever I 
Had ſquar'd me to thy counſel ! then, even now 
- I might have look'd upen my queen's full eyes; 
Have taken treaſure from her lips! 
Paul. And leſt them 
More rich for what they yielded. 
Leo. Thou ſpeak'ſt truth. 
No more ſuch wives; therefore no wife: one worſe, 
And better us'd, would make her ſainted ſpirit 
Again poſfeſs her corpſe; and, on this ſtage | 
(Where we offend her now,) appear en, 
And begin, Why to ne — 
Paul. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt ſuch caufe. 
Leo. She had; and would Invenſc me „55 
To murder her I married. | 
Paul. I ſhould ſo, 
Were I the ghoſt that walk'd: I'd bid you mark 
Her eye; and tell me, for what dull part in't 
You choſe her: then I'd ſhriek, that even your ears 
Should rift to hear me; and the words that follow'd 
Should be, Remember mine. 
Leo. Stars, ſtars ! - 
And all eyes elſe, dead coals. Fear thou no wife, 
I'll have no wife, Paulina, 
Paul. Will you ſwear © 
Never ta marry, but by my free leave ? 
Lee. Never, Paulina; fo be bleſs'd my ſpirit ! 
Paul. Then, good my lords, bear witneſs to his oath. 


Cle. You — him over-much. 


— 


Paul. 
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Paul. Unleſs another, i N 
As like Hermione as is her picture, 
Alfront his eye, 

Cleo. Good madam, pray, have done. 

Paul. Vet, if my lord will marry— If you will, Sir; 
No remedy, but you will; give me the office 
To chooſe you a queen: ſhe ſhall not be ſo axons. 
As was your former; but ſhe ſhall be ſuch, 
As walk'd your firſt queen's ghoſt, it ſhould take joy 
To ſee her in your arms, 

Leo. My true Paulina, 
We ſhall not marry, *till thou bid'ſt us. 

Paul. That 
Shall be, when your firſt queen's again in breath : 
Never till then. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. One that gives out himſelf prince Florizel, 

Son of Polixenes, with his princeſs (ſhe, 
The faireſt I have yet beheld,) deſires 
Acceſs to your high preſence. ; 

Leo. What with him? he comes not 

Like to his father's greatneſs : his approach, 
So out of circumſtance, and ſudden, tells us, 
"Tis not a viſitation fram'd, but forc'd 
By need and accident. What train! 
Gent. But few, 
And thoſe but mean. 
Leo. His princeſs, ſay you, with him? 
Gent. Ay; the moſt peerleſs piece of earth, I think, 
That e'er the ſun ſhone bright on. 


Paul. Oh Hermione, 
As every preſent time doch boaſt itſelf 


Above a better, gone; ſo mult thy grave 

Give way to what's ſeen now. Sir, you yourſelf 

Have ſaid, and writ ſo (but, your writing now 7. 

Is colder than that theme ;) be had net been, 

Nor was ſbe to be equall'd ; thus your verſe 

Flow'd with her beauty once; 'tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 
Jo lay, you have ſeen a better, 
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Gent. Pardon, madam ; 
The one I have almoſt . (your pardon;) 
The other, when ſhe has obtain'd your eye, 


Will have your tongue too. This is a creature, 
Would ſhe begin a ſect, might quench the zeal 


Of all profeſſors elſe; make proſelytes 
Of who ſhe but bid follow. | 

Paul. How? not women ? Abe 

Gent. Women will love her, that ſhe is a woman 
More worth than any man; men, oe the is 
The rareſt of all women. 

Leo. Go, Cleomenes; 
Youricli, aſſiſted with Jour honour'd friends, 

| [Exit CLEOMENES, 


: Bring them to our - embracement. Still 'tis ſtrange 


He thus ſhould ſteal upon us. 

Paul. Had our prince | 
(Jewel of children,) ſeen this hour, Ke had pair'd 
Well with this lord: there was not full a month 
Between their births. 

Leo. Pr'ythee, no more; ceaſe; thou know'ſt, 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of. Sure, 
When I ſhall ſee this gentleman, thy ſpeeches 
Will bring me to conſider that which may 
Unfurniſh me of reaſon, They are come. : 


Enter FLORIZEL, PERDITA, CLEOMENES, and others, 


Your mother was moſt true to wedlock, Princez 
For fae did print your royal father off, 
Conceiving you. Were I but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is ſo hit in you, 

His very air, that I ſhould call you brother, 

As I did him; and ſpeak of ſomething, wildly 
By us perform'd before. Moſt dearly welcome, 
As your fair princeſs, goddeſs! Oh! alas! 


I loſt a couple, that 'twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have ſtood begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do! and then I loſt 


2 | | (. All 
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(All mine own folly) the ſociety, 
Amity too of your brave father z whom 
Though bearing miſery, 1 dere my life 
Once more to look on. 
Flo. Sir, by his command | . 
Have I here touch'd Sicilia; and from him 
Give yon all greetings, that a king, a friend 
Can ſend his brother: and, but infirmity 
(Which watts upon worn times), hath ſomething ſeiz d 
His wiſh'd ability, he had himſelf + 
The lands and waters 'twixt your throne and his 
Meaſur'd, to look upon you, whom he loves 
| {He bade me fay ſo), more than all the ſceptres, 
And thoſe that bear them, living. 
Les. Oh, my brother ? 
(Good gentleman) the wrongs I have done thee, ſtir 
Afreſh within me; and thele thy offices, 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flacknets! Welcome hither, 
As is the ſpring to the earth. And hath he too 
Expos'd this paragon to the fearful uſage, 
At leaſt, ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune, 
To greet a man, not worth her pains ; much leſs, 
The adventure of her perſon ? 
Flo. Good my lord, 
She came from Libya. 
Leo, Where the warlike Smajus, | 
That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd, and lov'd? 
Flo. Moſt royal Sir, from W from him, whoſe 
daughter 
His tears proclaim d his, parting with her: thence 
{A proſperous ſouth- wind friendly) we have croſs'd, 
To execute the charge my father gave me, 
For viſiting your highneſs: my beſt train 
I have from your Sicilian ſhores diſmiſs'd 3 
Who for Bohemia bend, to ſignify 
Not only my ſucceſs in Libya, Sir, 
Bur my arrival, and my wife's, in ſafety 
Here, where we are. 
Vol. III. 9 Teo 
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Leo. The bleſſed gods 

Purge all infection from our air, whilſt you 

climate here ! You have a holy father, 

A graceful gentleman; againſt whoſe perſon, 
So ſacred as it is, I have done fin; 

For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me iſſue - leſs; and your father's bleſs'd 

| (As he from heaven merits it), with you, 
Worthy his goodneſs, What might I have been, 
Might Ja ſon and daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ! | 
- Enter a Lord. 
| T.osrd. Moſt noble Sir, 

That which I ſhall report, will bear no credit, 
Were not the proof ſo high. Pleaſe you, great Sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himſelf, by me; 

Deſires you to attach his ſon, who has, 

His dignity and duty both caſt off, 

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 

A ſhepherd's daughter. 

Leo. Where's Bohemia ? ſpeak. 
Lord. Here in your city; I now came from him. 

I ſpeak amazedly ; and it becomes 

My marvel, and my meſſage. To your court 

Whilſt he was haſtning (in the chaſe, it ſeems, 

Of this fair couple), meets he on the way _ 

The father of this ſeeming lady, and 

Her brother, having both their country quitted 

With this young prince. : 

Flo. Camillo has betray'd me; | : 
Whoſe honour and whole honeſty, ill now : 
Endur'd all weathers 

Lord. Lay't fo to his charge; 

He's with the king your father, 

Teo. Who? Camillo? 

Lord. Camillo, Sir; I fpake with him; who now 
Has theſe poor men in queſtion. Never ſaw I 
Wretches ſo quake: they kneel, they kiſs the earth; 
Forſwear themſelves as often as they ſpeak ; 


Bohemia 
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Bohemia ſtops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 
Per. Oh, my poor father 
The heaven ſets ſpies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 
Leo. You are marry'd? | 
Fl.. We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be; 
The ſtars, I ſee, will Kiſs the valleys firſt; 


The odds for high and low's alike. 1 
Teo. My lord, | 'P 
Is this the daughter of a king ? 5 1 

Flo. She is, : | 'F 
When once ſhe is my wife. 1 


Leo. That once, I ſee, by your good father's ſpeed, 
Will come on very flowly, | am ſorry 
(Moſt ſorry), you have broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in duty: and as ſorry, 
Your choice is not ſo rich in worth as beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her, 

Fla. Dear, look up: 
Though Fortune, viſible an enemy, 
Should chace us, with my father; power no jot 
Hath ſhe to change our loves. Beſeech you, Sir, | = 
Remember, ſince you ow'd no more to time 
Than I do now: with thought of ſuch affe&ions, 
Step forth-mine advocate. At your requeſt, 1 
My father will grant precious things, as trifles. 

Teo. Would ne di io '& beg your precious miſtreſs, 
Which he counts but a trifle. 

Paul. Sir, my liege, 
Your eye hath too much youth in t: not a month 
*Fore your queen dy'd, the was more worth ſuch gazes 
Than what you look on now, 

Leo. 1 thought of her, 
Even in theſe looks I made, 
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Is yet unauſwer'd : I will to your father; 
Your honour not o'erthrown by your deſires, 
I am friend to them, and you: upon which errand 
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I now go toward. him; therefore, follow me, 

And mark what way I make, Come, good my lord. 

|  [Exeunds h 


% 


— 


SCENE 77, 


The ſame. Enter AUTOLICUs, and a Gentleman. 


Aut. Beſeech you, Sir, were you preſent at this re- 
lation? 

1 Gent. I was by at the opening of the farthel, heard 
the old ſhepherd deliver the manner how he found it: 
whereupon, after a little amazedneſs, we were all com- 
manded out of the chamber. Only this, methought, I 
heard the ſhepherd ſay, he found the child. 

Aut, 1 wouid moſt gladly know the iflve of it. 

I Gent. I make a broken delivery of the buſineſs; but 
the changes I perceived in the king, and Camillo, were 
very notes of admiration: they ſeem'd almoſt, with ſta- 
ring on one another, to tear the caſes of their eyes. There 
was ſpeech in their dumbneſs, language in their very geſ- 
ture; they look'd, as they had heard of a world ran- 
ſom'd, or one deſtroy'd: A notable paſſion of wonder 
appear'd in them: but the wiſeſt beholder, that knew no 


more but ſceing, could not ſay if the importance were 


joy or ſorrow ; but in the e of the one, it mult 
needs be. | 

Enter another Gentleman. 
Here comes a gentleman, that, haply, knows more: The 
news, Rogero? 

2 Gent. Nothing but 1 The eracle is fulfilbd: 
the king's daughter is found; ſuch a deal of wonder is 
broken out within this 3 that ballad-makers cannot 
be able to expreſs it. 

Enter another 8 
Here comes the lady Paulina's ſteward, he can deliyer 
you more. How goes it now, Sir? this news, which is 
call'd true, is ſo like an old tale, that the verity of it is in 

ING aan Has the ET found his heir? 


3 Gents 
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3 Gent. Moſt true: if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumſtance : That which you hear, you'll fwear you 
ſee, there is ſuch unity in the proofs. Ihe mantle of 
queen Hermione ;—her jewel about the neck of it; — the 
letters of Antigonus found with it, which they know to 
be his charatter;—the majeſty of the creature, in reſem- 
blance of the mother; —— the afſection of nobleneſs, 
which nature ſhews above her breeding—and many other 
evidences, proclaim her with all certainty to be the king's 
daughter. Did you ſee the meeting of the two kings ? 

2 Gent. No. 

3 Gent. Then have you loft a fight, which was to be 
ſeen, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one joy crown another ; fo, and in fuch manner, 
that it ſeem'd ſorrow wept to take leave of them: for 
their joy waded in tears. 'There was caſting up of eyes, 
holding up of hands: with countenance of ſuch diſtrac- 
tion, that they were to be known by garment, not by fa- 
vour Our king, being ready to leap out of himſelf for 
joy of his found daughter, as if that joy were now become 
a loſs, cries, oh, thy mother, thy mother! then aſks Bo- 
hemia forgiveneſs; then embraces his ſon-in-law ; then 


again worries he his daughter with chpping her. Now 


he thanks the old ſhepherd, who ſtands by, like a wea- 
ther beaten conduit of many king's reigns. I never heard 
of ſuch another encounter, which lames report to follow 
it, and undoes deſcription to do it. 


2 Gent What, pray you, became of A . 


carry'd hence the child ? 
3 Gent, Like an old tale ſtill, which will have matters 


to rehearſe, tho” credit be aſleep, and not an ear open: 
he was torn to pieces with a bear: this avouches the 
ſhepherd's ſon, who has not only his innocence, which, 


ſeems much to juſtify him, but a handkerchief, and rings 


of his, that Paulina knows; 
1 Gent. What became of his bark, and his followers ? 7 
2 Gent. Wreck'd, the ſame inſtant of their maſter's 
death, and in the view of, the ſhepherd; ſo that all the 
inſtruments, which aided to expnſe the child, were even 
D423 them 
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in danger of 18 
I Gent. The dignity of this act was worth the audfence 
61 kings and, Princes z for by ſuch was it acted. | 
53. Get, One of. the prettieſt touches of all, and that 
wh ich h angled (for mine EFEs caught the water, e nt 
death, with themanhkr how ſhe came to it, © con- 
feſs'd and lamented by the king) how attentiveneſs 
wourded his daughter: ill, from one ſign of dolour to 
another, ſhe did, with an alas] 1 would fain ſay, bled 
tears; for l am ſure my heart wept blood. Who was 
moſt marble, there changed colour: ſome ſwooned, all 
{orrowed : if all the world could have ſeen it, the wos 
had been univerſal. 

3 Gent. Are they returned to the court? 

3 Gent No. The princeſs, hearing of her mother's 
ſtatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina, a piece many 
years in doing, and now newly perform'd by that rare I- 
talian maſter, Julio Romano; who, had he himſelf eter- 
nity, and could put breath into his work, would beguile 
nature of her cuſtom, ſo perfectly he is her ape: He 19 
near to Hermione hath done Hermione, that, they ſay, 
one would ſpeak to her, and ſtand in hope of anſwer, 
Thither with all greedinels of affcQion are they gone; 
and there they intend to ſup. 

2 Gent. I thought ſhe had ſome great matter there in 
hand; for ſhe bath privately twice or [thrice a-day, 
ever ſince the death of Hermione, viſited that removed 
touſe. Shall we tkither, and with our company piece 
the rejoicing ? 

1 Gent. Who would be thence that has the benefit of 
acceſs? every wink of en eye, ſome new grace will be 

born; 
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born: our abſence. makes us unthrifty to our knowedge. 


Let's along. x [ Exeunt, 
Aut Now, had I nor the daſh of my former life in me, 


would preferment drop on my head. brou t the old 


man and his fon aboard the prince; told him, 1 heard 
them talk of a farthel, and I know not what: but he at 
that time, over-fond of the ſhepherd's daughter (ſo. he 
then took her to be,) who began to be much ſea-lick, and 
himſelf little better, extremity of weather continuing, 
this myſtery remained undiſcovered. But 'tis all one to 
me: for had I been the finder out of this ſecret, it would 
not have reh{h'd among my other diſcredits. 
Enter Shepherd and Clown, 

Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will, and 
already appearing in the bloſſoms of their fortune. 

Shep. Come, boy; I am paſt more chijdren; but thy 
ſons and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clo. You are well met, Sir: You denied to fight with 
me this other day, becauſe I was no gentleman born: See 
you theſe cloaths? ſay, you ſec them not, and think me 
ſtill no gentleman born. You were beſt ſay, theſe robes 
are not genticman Born. Give me the lie; do; and try 
whether I ata not now a gentleman born. 

Aut. I know, you are now, Sir, a gentleman. born; 

Cl:. Ay, and have been ſo any time theſe four hours, 

Shep And fo have I, boy. 

Cle. So you have: det I was a gentleman born before 
my father: ior. the king's fon took me by the hand, and 
call'd me brother; and then the two kings call:d my. fa- 


ther, brother; and then the prince my brother, and the. 


princeſs my fitter, call'd my. father, father; and ſo we 
wept: and there was the firſt 85 entleman-like tears chat 
ever we ſhed. 

Sbeß. We may live, ſon, to ſhed many more. 

Cle. Ay; or elſe 'twere hard luck, being in ſo prepof- 
terous eſtate as we are. 

Aut. I humbly beſeech you, Sir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have committed to your worſhip, and to give me 
your good report to the prince, my maſter. 
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Shep. Pr'ythee, ſon, do; for we muſt be gentle, now 
we are gentlemen. 
Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 
Aut. Ay, an it like your good worſhip. 
Clo. Give me thy hand: I will ſwear to the prince, 
thou art as honeſt a true fellow as any is in Bohemia, 
Shep. You may ſay it, but not ſwear it. 
Co Not ſwear it, now I ama gentleman? let boors: 
and franklins ſay it, I'Il ſwear it. 
Shep. How if it be falſe, ſon ? > 
Clo. If it be ne'er ſo falſe, a true gentleman may ſwear 
it, in the behalf of his friend: and PI ſwear to the prince 
thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt not 
be drunk ; but I know, thou art no tall fellow of thy 
hands; and that thou wilt be drunk: but I'll ſwear it: 
and, I would, thou would'ſt be a tall fellow of thy hands, 

Aut. 1 will prove fo, Sir, to my power. 

Cle. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow: if I do not 
wonder how thou dar'ſt venture to be drunk, not being 
2 tall fellow, truſt me not. Hark ! the kings and the 
princes, our kindred, are going to ſee the queen's picture. 
Come, follow us: we'll be thy good maſters. [ Exeunt. 


2 — 
— — 


SCENE III. 


Paviina's Houſe, Enter LEoNTEs, Poiixenes, Fro- 
RIZEL, PERDITA, CAMILLO, PAULINA, 'Lords and At- 
tendants. 


Leo. O grave and good Paulina, the great . 
That I have had of thee! 

Paul. What, ſovereign Sir, 
F did not well, I meant well: All my fervices | 
You have paid home: but that you have vouchſaf'd 


With your crown'd brother, and theſe your contracted 


Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houſe to viſit, 


It is a ſurplus of your grace, which never 
* life may laſt to anſwer. 73-53 ib an 


Leo: 
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Leo. O Paulina = _ h 


We honour you wh trouble : but we came x2 2 0 id 
To ſee the ſtatute of our queen: Vour ho x) i 
Have we paſs'd through, not without much cantent: ., 
In many figgularities : but we ſaw not 

That which my daughter came to look rue, : 

The ſtatue of her mother. * 

Paul. As ſhe liv'd peerleſ s, 
80 her dead likeneſs, I do well believe, | p 
Excels-whatever yet you look'd upon; | | bl 
Or hand of man. hath done; therefore h keep it 6 
Lonely, apart. But here it is: prepare | 
To ſee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still ſleep mock'd death : behold; and ſay, tis well. | IY 

[PAULINA draws à curtain, and diſcovers a'flatue. kb 

E like your Glence, it the more ſhews off 5 
Your wonder: But yet ſpeak: Firſt you, my lege. Th 
Comes it not ſomething near ? 

Leo. Her natural poſture ! 
Chide me, dear ſtone ; that I may fay, 1 
Thou art Hermions: or, rather, thou art ſhe, 
In thy not chiding; for ſhe was as tender 
As infancy, and grace. But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione was not ſo much wrinkled; nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

Hl. Oh, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver's excellence: 
Which lets go by ſome fixteen years, and makes her, 
As ſhe liv'd now. 

Leo. As now ſhe might have done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my ſoul. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood; 
Even with ſuch life of majeſty (warm life, 
As now it coldly ſtands,) when firſt | woo'd her ! 
I am. aſham'd: Does not the ſtone rebuke me, 
For being more ſtone than it? Oh, royal piece, 
There's magic in thy majeſty, which has 

My evils conjur'd to remembrance ; and 


From my admiring. daughther took the ſpirits. 
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Standing like ſtone with thee ! 
Per. And give me leave, 
And do not ſay, tis ſuperſtition, that 
} kneel, and then implore her bleſſing ——Lady, 
Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 
Give me that hand of your ', to kiſs. 
Paul, Oh, patience 
The ſtatue is but newly fix d; the colour's 
Not dry. 
Cam. My lord, your ſorrow was too fore laid on: 
Which ſixteen winters cannot blow away, 
So many ſummers, dry; ſcarce any joy 
Did ever ſo long live; no ſorrow, 
But kill'd itſelf much ſooner, 
Pol. Dear my brother, 
Eet him, that was the cauſe of this, have power 
To take off ſo much grief from you, as he 5 
Will piece up in himſelf; : 
Paul Indeed, my lord, ws 
IA had thought, the ght of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you (uy the ſtone is mine,) 
I'd not have ſhew'd it. 
Leo. Do not draw the curtain. 
Paul. No longer ſhall you gaze on't : leſt your fancy 
May think anon, it moves. 
Leo. Let be, læt be. 
Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already— 
What was he, that did make it? ſee; my lord; 
Would you not deem, it breati'd ? and that thoſe veins 
Did verily bear blood: 
Pol. Maſterly done: 
The very life ſeems warm upon her lip. 
Leo. The fixture of her eyes has motion in't, 
As we were mock'd with art. 
Paul I'll draw tne curtain, 
My lord's almoſt ſo far tranſported, that 
He'll think anon, it lives. 
Leo. O ſweet Paulina, | 
Make me to think ſo twenty years together: 


Ne 


ART. THE WINTER'S TALE, 323 
No ſettled ſenſes of the world can match 
The pleaſure of that madugſs, Let't alone. 
Paul. Jam ſorry, Sir, I have thus far ſtirr'd you; but 
could afflict you further, 
Leo. Do, Paulina; 
For this afliQtion has a taſte as ſweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still, methinks, | 
There is an air comes from her. What fine chiſel 
Could ever yet cut breath ? let no man mock me, 
For I will kiſs her. 
Paul. Good my lord, forbear ; 
The ruddineſs upon her lip is wet; 
You'll mar it, if you kiſs it ; ſtain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain? 
Leo, No, not theſe twenty years 
Per. So long could Il _ a 
Stand by, a looker on. 
Paul. Either forbear, | 
Quit preſently the chapel ; or reſolve vo 
For more amazement: If you can behold it, 
I'll make the ſtatue move, indeed; deſcend, 
And take you by the hand: but then you'll think, 
Which I proteſt againſt, I am aſſiſted 
By wicked powers, 
Too. What you can make her do, 
Jam content to look on. what to ſpeak, 
Jam content to hear; for 'tis as eaſy 
To make her ſpeak, as move, 
Paul. It is requir'd, | 
You do awake your ſaith : Then, al ſtand ftill ; 
Or thoſe, that think it is unlawful buſineſs | 
1 am about, let them depart. 
Leo. Proceed ; 
No foot ſhall ſtir, - 
Paul. Muſick; awake her; firike, " [Muſichs 
is time; n be ſtone no more: approach, 
Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come, 
V'll fill your grave up: ſtir; nay, come away; 
Bequeath to death your . for from him 


Dear 


. Inn Dr — 


— 
+ a cad, 4 


a — 


—.— a 


—— 
— . wy 
n 
* Tn — 


* 


ES 


EI FE — n 


K ER. 
SSS 


— > © age. gee 
— 


— es — 
—— 4 a 


rern 


2 * — 5 


* At n 2 


IS 9 
A 2 „ $1 
* 3 2 
4 * 


. 
2 
re e 


IPOs 


p52 
L 


"Bob 
RD 
"Te 8 


* 


324 TEE WINTER'S TALE, 4. 


Dear life redeems you. You perceive, ſhe ſtirs; 
| {HErMIoNE comes down, 
Start not ; her actions ſhall be holy, as, . 
You hs, my ſpell is lawful : do not hun her, 
Until you fee her die again; for then 
You kill her double. Nay, preſent your hand; 
When ſhe was young, you woo'd. her; now in age, 
Is ſhe become the ſuitor, 
Leo. Oh, ſhe's warm! | [ Endraciag Ber. 
If this be magick, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 
Pol. She embraces him. | 
Cam. She hangs.about his neck; 
If ſhe pertain to.life, let her ſpeak too 
Pol. Ay, and make it manifeſt whore ſhe has liv'd, 
Or how ſtol'n from the dead. 
Paul. That ſhe is living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old tale; hut it appears, ſhe lives, 
Though yet ſhe {peak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleaſe you to n fair madam; kneel, 
And pray your mother's bleſſing 3 good lady, 
Our Perdita is found. 
| | [ Preſenting PEeRDiITA, who 1 ts HERMIONE, 
Her. You gods, look down, 
And from your ſacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head! Tell me, mine own,“ 
Where haſt thou been preſerv'd? where liv'd? how 
found 
Thy father's court? for thou ſhalt hear, that I, 
Knowing by Paulina, that the oracle 
Gave hope thou waſt in being, have preſerv'd 
Myſelf, to ſee the iſſue. 
Paul. There's time enough for that; 
Leſt they deſire, upon this puſh, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go together, 
You precious winners all; your exultation 
Partake to every one : I, an old turtle, 
Will wing me to ſome wither'd bough; and there 7 
8 5 7 
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My mate, that's never to be found again, 
Lament till I am loſt. - 

Leo. O peace, Paulina: 
Thou ſhould'ſt a huſband take by my conſent, 
As I by thine, a wife. This is a match, 
And made between's by vows, Thou haſt found mine, 
But how, 1s to be queſtion'd : for I ſaw her, 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. I'll not ſcek far | 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable huſband. Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the hand; whoſe worth, and honeſty 
1s richly noted ; and here juſtify'd 
By us a pair of kings. Let's from this place. 
What ?—Look upon my brother ?— Both your pardons, 
That cer I put between your holy looks 
My ill ſuſpicion— This, your ſon-in-law, 
And ſon unto the king; who, heavens directing, 
Is troth-plight to your daughter —Geod Paulina, 
i.ead us from hence; where we may leiſurely 
Each one demand, and anſwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, ſince firit 
We were diſſeverd. Haſtily lead away. 


- 


f Exeunt 6mnes. 


TUE END. 
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Dramatis Pexſonase- 


MEN... 

Duncan, King of Scotland, 
GE 7 Sons to the King. 
* 5 Generals of the King! s army. 
3 

DAacduff, 
Role, | 
Menteib, Noblemen of Scotland. 
Angus, | | 
Cathneſz, 


Fleance, fon to Banquo. 

Siward, General of the Englſh forces. 
Young Siward, his fon. 

Seyton, an officer attending on Macbeth, 
Son to Macduff, An Englith Doctor. A Scotch Doctor. 


A Captain. A Porter. An old Man. 


% N.. — 


Lady Macbeth. 
Lady Macduſ. 
Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth, 


' Heate, and three Witches. 


Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, At- 
tendants, and Meilengers, 


The Ghoſt of Banquo, and ſeveral other Apparitions, 


Scene, in the end of the fourth act, lies in N 
through the reſt of the play, in Scotland, 
and chiefly at Macbeth's caſtle. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Thunder and Lightning, Enter three Witches. 
: = F u itch, 


W HEN ſhall we three meet again | 
| In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
2 Witch. When the hurly-burly's done, 
When the battle's loſt and won : 
3 Witch. That will be ere th' ſet of ſun. 
1 Witch. Where the place? 
2 Witch. Upon the heath : 
3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 
T Witch. I come, Gray-malkin ! 
All. Paddock calls. — Anon, 
Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 


_— 
* N — * " 
* 2 


SCENE IL. 


Alarum' within. Enter King Duncan, MaLCcoLim, Do- 


NALBAIN, LENox, with 8 OY a bleeding 


Captain. 


King. What bloody man 1s that ? He can report, 
As ſeemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweſt ſtate. 
Mal. This is the ſerjeant, Py 
Who like a good and hardy ſoldier, fought 
*Gainſt my captivity : Hail, brave friend! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the 88 
As thou did'ſt leave it. 
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Capt. Doubtful it ſtood; 
As two ſpent ſwimmers, that do cling es. 
And choke their art. The mercileſs Macdonel. 
(Worthy to be a rebel; for, to that, 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do {warm upon him) from the weſtern iſles. 
Of Kernes and Gallow-glaſſes is ſupplied ; 
And fortune, on his damned quarrel ſmiling, 
Shew'd like a rebels whore: but all's too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that name), 
Diſdaining fortune, with his brandiſh'd ſteel, 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution, 
Like valour's minion, carv'd out his paſſage, 
*Till he fac'd the ſlave: 
And ne'er ſhook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unſeam'd him from the nave to the chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our. battlements. 
King. Oh, valiant couſin } worthy gentleman! . 
Capt. As when the ſun gins his reflexion, 
Shipwrecking ſtarms and direful thunders break;: 
So from that ſpring, whence comfort ſeem'd to _— 
Diſcomfort ſwells. Mark, king. of Scotland, mark: 
No ſooner juſtice had, with valour arm'd, 
Compell'd theſe ſkipping Kernes to truſt their heels, 
But the Nerweyan lord, ſurveying vantage, 
With furbiſb'd arms, and new ſupplies of men, 
Began a freſh aſſault. 
King. Diſmay'd not this 
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ?- 
Capt. Yes; 
As ſparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion, 
If I ſay ſooth, I muſt report they were : 
As cannons overcharg'd with double. cracks; : 
So they 
Doubly redoubled ſtrokes upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking.-wounds,. 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 
I cannot tell; 


But I am m_ my gaſhes cry for W TD 8 
a King 
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King. So well thy words become hw as thy wounds; 
They ſmack of honour both: — Go, get him ſurgeons. 
Enter RossE and Axdus. 
Who comes here ? 
Mal. The worthy thane of Roſſe. 
Len. What:a lraſte looks through. his eyes: 80 ſhould? 
he look, 
That ſeems to ſpeak things ſirange.. 
Roſſe. God ſave the king! 
King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy thane? \ 
Roe. From Fife, great king, 
Where the Norweyan banners flout the ſky, 
And fan our people cold. 1 
Norway himfelf, with terrible numbers, 
Afﬀiſted by that moſt diſloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, began a difmal conflict: 
Till that Bellena's bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with ſelf-comparifons, 
Point againſt point rebellious, arm gainſt arm, 
Curbing his laviſnh ſpirit : and to conclude, 


The victory fell on us c 
King. Great happineſs! 
Rofſe. That now 
Swena, the Norway's king, craves compoſition z 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he diſburſed, at Saint Colmes? inch, 
Ten thouſand dollars to our general uſe. | 
King, No more that thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive. 
Our boſom intereſt.— Go, pronounce his preſent TR 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 
- Roſſe. I'll ſee it done. ' 
King, What he bath dh noble Macbeth hath won. 
[ Exeunts+ 
3 A . 3 * 1 as 
SCENE III. e gs 
Thunder,” * Rater the three . "ION ; 7 y 48 
1 Witch, Where haſt thou SOT yﬀ_ 5 arts » 
2 Witch, Killing ſwine, . | 7 4%. ms Lick 
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3 Witch. Siſter, where thou? 5 

1 Fitch, A failot's wife had cheſnuts in her lap, 

And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht.— Give me, 
quoth 1. 


'  Aroint thee, Witch / the rump- fed 10 cries.. 


Her huſband's to Aleppo gone, mater « o' the Tyger's 
But in a ſieve I'll thither ſail, 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
Pl do, 1 IU do, and I'll do. 
2 Witch. I'll give thee a wind. 
T Witch. Thou art kind. 
3 With. And I another, 
T Witch- I myſelf have all the other; 25 
And the very points they blow, 


All the quarters that they know 


the ſhipman's card. 
Iwill drain him dry as hay: 
Sleep ſhall, neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid; 
He ſhall live a man forbid: 
Weary ſeven- nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine: 
Though his bark cannot be loſt, 
Yet it ſhall be tempeſt-· toſt. 
Look what I have. 
2 Witch: Shew me, ſhew me. 
1 Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreck'd, as homeward he did come. ¶ Drum within, 
3 Witch. A drum, a drum; | | 
Macbeth doth come. 
All. The weird ſiſters, hand in hand, 
Poſters of the ſea and land, 
Thus do go about, about ; 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again, to make up nine: 


Peace —— the charm's wound up. 


Enter MAacCBETH and BAN OO. 
Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not ſeen. 
Zan, How far is't call'd to Forres ?—What are theſe, 
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So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire: 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
And yet are on' t: Live you? or are you aught- 
That man may queſtion ?- Vou ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger lay ing 
Upon her ſkinny lips. You ſhould be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are ſo. 
Mach. Speak, if you can hat are you? 
1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 
Glamis ? 
2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 


Cawdor !. 


3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! that ſhalt- be king here 


after. 

Bean. Good Sir, why dõ yon ſtart; and ſeem to fear 
Things that do ſound ſo fair? —l' the name of truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye ſhew ? My noble partner 
You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, 
That he ſeems rapt withal; to me you ſpeak not: 
If you can look into the ſeeds of time, 
And fay, which grain will grow, and which will not; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 
Tour favours, nor your hate. 0 

I With, Hail! 

2 Witch. Hail! 

3 Witch, Hail! 1 

1 Witch. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not i» happy, yet much happier, 

3 Witch. Thou ſhalt get kings, though thou be none: 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo! 

1 Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfe ſpeakers, tell me more: 

By Sinel's death, I know, I am thane of Glamis; 
But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives, 

A. proſperous gentleman; and, to be king, 
Stands not within the proſpect of belief, 
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No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why 
Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
With ſuch prophetic greeting ?—Speak, I charge you, 
[ Witches vaniſh, 
Bon. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
And theſe are of them : Whither are they vaniſh'd'? 
Mach. Into the air; and what ſeem'd corporal, melted 
As breath into the wind. — Would they had ſtaid ! 
Ban. Were ſuch things here as we do ſpeak about ? 
Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 
That takes the reaſon priſoner ? 
Macb. Your children ſhall be ene 
Ban. You ſhall be king. 
Mach. And thane of Cawdor too; went it not ſo? 
Ban, To the ſelf-ſame tune, and words. Who's here ? 
Enter Ross E and ANGUS. 
Riſe. The king hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy acceſs > and when he reads 
Thy perſonal venture in the rebels fight, 
His wonders and his praiſes do contend 
Which ſhould be thine, or his: Silenc'd with that, 
In viewing o'er the reſt o' the ſelf. ſame day, 
He finds thee in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thyſelf didſt make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale, 
Came poſt with poſt; and every one did bear 
Thy praiſes in his kingdom's great defence, 
And pour'd them down before him, 
Ang. We are ſent 
To give thee, from our royal maſter, thanks; 
Only to herald thee into his light, 


Not pay thee. 


Rofſe. And, for an 0 of a greater honour, 


He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor: 


In which addition, hail, moſt worthy thane! 
For it is thine. . 
Ban, What, can the devil ſpeak-true ? 


| Macs. 


— 
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Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives: Why do you | l 


dreſs me | 
In borrow'd robes? | 
Ang. Who was the thane, lives yet ; 
But under heavy judgment bears thar life 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 
Combin'd with Norway; or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage; or that wich both 
He labour'd in his country's wreck, I know not; 
But treaſons capital, conſeſs d, andprov'd, 
Have overthrown him. 
Mach. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor: 4 
The greateſt is behind. Thanks for your pains. & 
Do you not hope your children ſhall be kings, by 
When thoſe that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, =_ 
Promis'd no Jeſs to them? | 4 
Ban. That, truſted home, ; 1 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
Beſides the thane of Cawdor, But tis ſtrange 3 = 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, | = 
Ihe inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths ; 
Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us 
In deepeſt conſequence. —Couſline, a word I pray you. 
Mach. Two truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 
Of the imperial theme. l thank you, gentlemen — 
This ſupernatural ſoliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good: — If ill, 
Why hath it given me earneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor: 
If good, why do] yield to that ſuggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs, 
Againſt the uſe of nature? Preſent fears 
Are leſs than horrible i imaginings: 2 
My thought, whoſe murder yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my ſingle tate of man, that function 
Is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe; and nothing is, 
But what is not. 


Bon, 
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Ban. Lock how our partner's rapt. 
Macb. If chance will have me King, why, chance e 
crown me, 
Without my ſtir. 
Ban. New honours come upon him 
Like our ſtrange garments, cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. | 
Mach. Come what come may; | 
Time and che hour runs through the.rougheſt day. 
Ban, Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure, 
Mach. Give me your favour :!——my dull brain was 
wrought - 
With things forgotten. :Kind rentlemen, your-pains 
Are regiſter'd where every.day I turn 
The leaf to. read them. Let us toward the king 
Think upon what hath chanc'd; and, at more time, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us ſpeak 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly. 
Mach. Till then, enough.—Come, friends. [ Exeurt, 


— 


— 


— 


SCENE IV. 


Fluriſh. Enter King, MALcoLM, DoNALBAIN, Lexox, 
and Attendants, 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not 

Thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd? 
Mal. My liege, 

They are not yet come back. But I have ſpoke 

With one that ſaw him die: who did report, 

That very frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons ; 

Implor'd your highneſs? pardon ; and ſet forth 

A deep repentance : nothing in his life 

| Became him, like the leaving it; he dy'd 

As one that had been ſtudied in his death, 

To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd 


As. twere a careleſs trifle, 
2 | | King 
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| King, There's no art 
To find the mind's conſtruction in the face: 
He was a gentleman on whom ] built 
An abſolute truſt, ——O worthieſt couſin ! 


Euter MAcBETH, BaNquo, RossE, and AN dus. 


The ſin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me: thou art ſo far before, 
Tat ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadſt leſs deſerv'd 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine! only 1 have left to ſay, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 
Mach. The ſervice and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itſelf. Your highneſs part 
Is to receive our duties: and our duties 
Are to your throne, and ſtate, children, and ſervants: 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 
Safe toward your love and honour, ' 
King. Welcome hither : 
1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. ——Noble Banquo, 
That haſt no leſs deſerv'd, nor muſt be known 
No leſs to have done ſo; let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart, 
Ban, There if I grow, 
The harveſt is your own. 
King. My plenteous joys, 
Wanton in ſulneſs, ſcek to hide themſelves 
In drops of forrow.—Sons, kinſmen, thanes, 
And you whoſe places are the neareſt, know, 
We w:ll eſtabliſh our eſtate upon 
Our eldeſt, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter, 
The prince of Cumberland: which honour muſt 
Wot, unaccompanied, inveſt him only, 
But ſigns of nobleneſs, like ſtars, ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers.— From hence to Inverneſs 
And bind us further to you. 


Mach. The reſl is labour, which is not us'd for you ? 
vor. III. n rn 


| 
j 
1 4 
8 


338 | | MACBETH. ART, 


I'll be myſelf the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach; 
So, humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor! 

Mach. The prince of Cumberland hat is a ſtep 
On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o'erleap, [ 4/iae, 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires! 

Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires: 
The eye wank at the hand! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. [ Exit. 

Xing. True, worthy Banquo; he is full ſo valiantz 
And in his commendat ions I am fed: | 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 

Whoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome: 


It is a peerleſs kinſman.  [ Flouriſh, Exeunt. 


pn. 


SCENE . 


Enter MacBeTH's Wife alone, with a Letter. 


Lady. — They met me in the day of ſucceſs ; and I have 
learned by the per fecteſt report, they have more in them than 
wwortal knowledge, When I burnt in deſire to queſtion them 
Furiber, they made Bemſelves—air, inta which they vaniſb d. 
Miles 1 Hood raft in the wonder of it, came miſſives from the 


ing, who all- build me, Thane of Cawdor; by which title, 


before, theſe weird ſiſters ſaluted me, and br me to the co- 

wing on of time, with, Hail, king that alt be ! This have 

4 thought good to deliver thee, my deareſt par tner of greatneſs, 

that thou might'ſ?.not loſe the dues of rejuicing, by being igno- 

rant of what greatneſs is promis'd thee, Lay it to thy heart, 

and farervell. 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and ſhalt be 

What thou art promis'd :—Yet do | fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindneſs, | 

To catch the neareſt way: thou would'ſt be great; 

Art not without ambition; but without 

The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou would'ſt highly, 

That would'it thou holily ; wculd'i uot play falſe, . 
| _—_— 
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And yet would'ſt wrongly- win : thou'd'ſt have, great 
Glamis, 
That which cries, Tus thou muſt do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou do'ſt fear to do, 
Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone, Hie thee hither, 
That | may pour my ſpirits in thine ear; 
And chaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round 
Which fate aud metaphyſical aid doth ſeem 
To have thee crown'd withal, - What is your tidings? 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Ae. The king comes here to-night. 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to ſay it: | 
Is not thy maſter with him ? who, wer 't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation, 
+ Mc. So pleaſe you, it is true; our thane is coming: 
One of my fellows had the ſpecd of him; 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his meſſage. 
Lady. Give him tending, | 
He brings great news. The raven himſelf i is hoarſe, 
Exit M/. 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, you ſpirits” 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-full 
Of direſt cruelty! make thick my blood, 
Stop up the acceſs and paſſage to remorſe; 
That no compunctious viſitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep pace between 
The effect, and it! Come to my woman's breaſts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring N | 
Wherever in your bghtleſs ſubſlances 
You wait on nature's miſchief ! Come, thick night; 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell! 
That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
Te cry, Had“ bold /—Great Glamis: worthy Cawdar ! 


I Anter 
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Euter Macher k. | 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ignorant preſent time, and I feel now. 
The future in the inſtant. 

Macb. My deareſt love, 
Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady. And when goes hence? 

Macb. To-morrow, as he purpoſes, 

Lady. Oh, never 
Shall ſun that morrow ſee! 
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where mea. 
May read ſtrange matters :—To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent under it. He that's coming | 
Muſt be provided for: and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch ; 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom. 
Mach. We will ſpeak further. 

Lady. Only look up clear; 


To alter favour ever is to fear; 


Leave all the reſt to me. 5 [ Exeunts 


8 
— — Wr 


SCENE VI. 


Hautloys and torches. Enter King, MALCOLM, DoNaL- 
BAIN, BANquo, LENOX, OY Rosse, AnNGUs, 
and Attendants, 

King. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat ; the air 

Nimbly and ſweetly recommends itſelf 


Vnoto our gentle ſenſes. 


Ban. This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, docs approve, 
By his lov'd manſionry, that the heaven's breath 
smells wooingly here: no jutty frieze, 
TT en bs : Buttreſs' 
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Buttreſs, nor coigne of vantage, but chis bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle: 
Where they moſt breed and hauat, 1 * obſerv'd, 
The air is delicate. 
: Enter Lady Maczers. 
King. See, ſee! our honour'd hoſteſs ! 
The love that follows us, ſometime is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid God yield us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble, 
Lady. All our ſervice 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor and ſingle buſineſs, to contend 
Againſt thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith . 
Your majeſty loads our houſe : for thoſe of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We reſt your hermits. 
King. Where's the thane of- Caredor: ? 
We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well; 
And his great love, ſharp as his ſpur, hath holp him 
To his home before us; Fair and noble hoſteſs, 
We are your gueſt to-night; 
Lady. Your ſervants ever | 
Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs, in compt, 
To make their audit at your higneſs' pleaſure, 
Still to return your own. 5 
King. Give me your hand: EP 
Conduct me to mine hoſt ; we love him highly, 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave, hoſteſs. Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


Hauthoys and torches. Eater a Sewer, and divers Servants 
with diſhes and ſervice over the Hage. Then enter Mac- 
BETH, 

Macb. If it were done, when tis done, ahh *twere well. 
Ff z. 18 
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It were done quickly: if the aſſaſſination 

Could trammel up the conſequence, and catch, 

With his ſurceaſe, ſucceſs; that but this blow 

Might be the be- all and the end-all here, | 

But here, upon this bank and ſhoal of time, 

We'd jump the life to come.—But, in theſe caſes, 

We ſtill have judgment here; that we but teach 

Bloody inſtructions, which, being taught, return 

To plague the inventor : this even-handed juſtice - 

_ Commends the ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 

To our own lips. He's here in double truſt ; 

Firſt, as T am.his-kinſman and his ſubject, 

Strong both againſt the deed; then, as his hoſt, 

Who ſhould againſt his murderer ſhut the door, 

Not bear the knife myſelf, Beſides, this Duncan 

Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead like angels, trumpet- tongu'd, againſt 

The deep damnation of his taking-off: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blaſt, or heaven's cherubim, hors'd. 

17pon the ſightleſs couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears ſhall drown the wind.—l have no ſpur. 

To prick the ſides of my intent, but only 

Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 

And falls on the other —How now! what news? 
Enter Lady. 

Lady. He has almoſt ſupp'd; why have you left the 

| chamber ?- 

Maib. Hath he aſkd for me? 

Lady. Know you not, he has? 

Macb. We will proceed no further in this buſineſs: 
He hath honour'd me of late ; and 1 have bought 
Golden opinions from all ſorts of people, 

Which would be worn now in their neweſt gloſs, 
Not caſt aſide fo ſoon. 
Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
ou dreſt yourſelf? hath it ſlept fince ? 
da r ann * Ard 
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And wakes it now, to look ſo green and pale 
At what it did io freely? from this time, 
' Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the ſame in thine-own act and valour, 
As thou art in deſire? Wouldſt thou have that 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſteem ? 
Letting I dare not, wait upon 1 would, 
Like the poor cat i'the adage. 

Mach. Pr? ythee, peace: 
dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady. What beaſt was it. then, 
That made you break this enterprize to me ? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be ſo much more the man. Nor time, nor place, 

Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 


* 


They have made themſelves, and that their fitneſs now 


Does unmake you. I have given ſuck; and know 
How tender 'tis, to love the babe that milks me ; 
I would, while it was ſmiling in my face, | 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And daſh'd the brains out had I but ſo ſworn 
As you have done, to this. 

Macb. If we ſhould fail. 

Lady. We fail! 

But {crew your courage to the ſticking-place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is aſleep, 
{Whereto the rather ſhall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 

Will I with wine and waſſel fo convince, 

That memory, the warder of the brain, 

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reaſon. 

A limbeck only: when in ſwwiſh fleep 

Their, drenched natures ly, as in a death, 

What cannot you and I perform upon 

The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 

His ſpungy. ofſicers; who hall bear the guilt 
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Upon his death ? 


Falfe face muſt hide what the kalte heart doth know. | 


—ů — — 4 
— — — — ——— ———— ͤ— — — ——— 
. 1 


Of our . quell ? 
Mach. Bring forth tobe . * 
For thy undaunted mettle ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe ſleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very gs, . 
Thar they have don't ? 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we ſhall make our griefs and clamour. roar. | 
Mach. 1 am ſettled, and bend up. © 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat: 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow : 


[ Exeunt. 


* 


ACT E. ScENE I. 


— 


Enter BAN , and FLEANCE, with a torch before bim. 


Hanquo. 


"Ta goes the night, boy ? 
Fle. The moon is down; I have not heard the clock; 


Ban, And ſhe goes down at twelve. 
Hie. 1 take't, tis lates, Sir. 
Ban, Hold, take my ſword: —There s huſbandry in 
heaven, 
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 
A heavy ſummons lies likes lead upon me, 
And yet I would not ſleep: Merciful powers! 
Reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts, that nature 


Gives way to in repoſe !—Give me my ſword ;— 


Enter MACBET u, and a Servant with a torch, 


Who's there ? 


Mach. A friend. 1 
Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reſt? the King's bed! | 


He hath been in unuſual — and . 
Sent 


* 


44168 
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Sent forth great largeſs to your officers : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of moſt kind bade and ſhut up 
In meaſureleſs content. 
Macb. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſervant to defect: 
Which elſe ſhould free have wrought, 
Ban, All's well. | 
I dreamt laſt night of the three weird ſiſters: 
To you they have ſhew'd ſome truth. 
__ Macl. I think not of them: 
Yet, when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 
We would ſpend it in ſome words upon * 
i you would grant the time. 
Ban. At your kind'ſt leiſure. 
Macb. If you. ſhall cleave to my conſent, when tis, 
It ſhall make honour for you. 
Ban, So I loſe none, 
In ſeeking to augment it, but ſtill keep 
My boſem franchis'd, and allegiance clear, 
F ſhall be counſel'd. 
Mach. Good repofe, the while! | 
Ban. Thanks, Sir; the like to you! {Exit Banqvo. 
Mach. Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, 
She ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. Exit Ser. 
Is this a dagger, which I. ſee before me, | 


The handle toward my hand? Come, let me cn 


| thee j— 


have thee not; and yet I ſee thee ſtill. 


Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling, as to fight ? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind; a falſe creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppreſſed brain? 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw, 

Thou mar ſhal'ſt me the way that I was going I 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o'the other ſenſes, 

Or elſe worth all the reſt: I ſee thee {till ; 
a. SEO be) 
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And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gonts of blood, 
Which was not ſo beſore.— There's no ſuch thing; 
It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 3 
Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one half world 
Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe _ 

The curtain'd ſleep: now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings; and wither'd murder, 
Alarum'd by his ſentinel, the wolf, 

Whoſe howl's-his watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 
With Tarquin's raviſhing ſtrides, towards his deſign 
Moves like a ghoſt. —Thou ſure and firm-fet earth, 
Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
The very ſtones prate of my wher e. about, 

And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it.— While I threat, he lives. 
Wordsto the heat of deeds.too cold breath gives. 


I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. | 
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 
Phat ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell, [ Exit, 
SCENE 17. 
Enter Lady MacBeTH. 
Lady, That which hath made them drunk, hath made- 
me bold; 


What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire 
Hark Peace 


Tt was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bell-man, 


Which gives the ſtern'ſt good-night. He is about it: 


The doors are open ; and the ſurfeited grooms 


Do mock their, charge with ſnores; I have drugg'd. their 
poſſets, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live, or die, 
Mach. [Mitbin.] Who's there ?——what, ho! 
Tach. Alack! Lam afraid they have awak d, 


1 


And 
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And 'tis not done :—the attempt, and not the-deed, 
Confounds us';—Hark I laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miſs them.—-Had he not reſembled 
My father as he flept, I had don't.— My huſband? 
Enter MACBETH. 
Mak. I have Gone the deed : Did'ft thou not hear 
a noiſe ? | 

Lady. 1 heard the owl ſcream, 5 the crickets cry; 
Did not you ſpeak ? 

Mach. When? 

Lady. Now. 
Mach. As1 deſcended? 

Lady. Ay. 

Mach. Hark! Who lies i the ſecond chamber ? 

Lady. Donalbain. 

Mach. This is a ſorry fight. [Looking on his hands, 

Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 

Mucb. There's one did laugh in his fleep, and one cry'd, 

murder / 
That they did wake each other; I Rood and heard them; 
But they did ſay their prayers, and addreſs'd them 
Aw to ſleep. < 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 

Mach. One cry'd, Gel bleſs us ! and, Amen, the other; 
As they had ſeen me, with theſe hangman's hands, 
Liſtening their fear. I could not fay, amen, 

When they did ſay, God bleſs us. 

Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 

Mach. But wherefore could not [ pronounce, amen ? 
I-had moſt need of bleſſing, and amen 
Stuck in my throat, 

Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought 
Affer theſe ways; ſo, it will make us mad. 

Mach. Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more 

Macbeth does murder fleep, the innocent Neep ; 

Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd fleave of care, 
The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature”s ſecond courſe, 


Hie, nourifher in lift's feat. 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
. 
b 
| 
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Lady. What do you mean? : 

Macd. Still it cry'd, Sleep no more “ to all the houſe : 
'Glamis bath murder'd fleep ; and therefore Cawdor | 
Shall fleep no more, Macbeth ſball ſleep no more ! 

Zady. Who was it that thus cry'd ? Why, worthy thane, 
You do unbend your noble ſtrepgth, to think 
So brain-ſickly of things +—Go, get fome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand.— 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place? 
They muſt ly there: Go, carry them, and fmcar 


The fleepy grooms with blood. 


Macb. I'll go no more: 
J am afraid to think what I have famoy 
Look on't again; I dare not, 

Lady. Infirm of purpoſe! 


Give me the daggers: the fleeping, and the dead, 


Are but as pictures: tis the eye of childhood 


That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 


I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal, 

For it muſt ſeem their guilt. Exit. Knocking within. 
Mach. Whence is that knocking ! 

How is't with me, when every noiſe appals me? 

What hands are here! Ha! they pluck out mine eyes! 

Will all great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood 

Clean from my hand ? No; this my hand will rather 

The multitudinous ſeas incarnardine, | 


Making the green—one red, 
Re-enter Lady MachERT RA. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour ; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white. I hear a knocking [ Knock; 
At the ſouth entry :—retire we to our chamber: : 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How eaſy is it then ? Your conſtancy 
Hath left you unattended Fark! more knocking : 
'F Knock, 
Get on your night-gown, leſt occaſion call us, 
And ſhew us to be watchers ;—Be not loſt 
So poorly in your thoughts. In, 
* Mak 
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Mack. To know my deed—'twere beſt not know my- 
ſelf. [ Knock. 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! Lwovld thou could'ft ! 


[ Exeunt. | 


* 1 


SCENE A. 


. 4 Porter. 
Ns within.) Port. Here's a knocking indeed! If 


a man were porter of hell-gate, he ſhould have old turn- 


ing the key, [Knot | Knock, knock, knock: Who's 

there, i' the name of Belzebub? Here's a farmer that 
hang'd himſelf on the expectation of plenty: come in 
time; have napkins enough about you; here you'll ſweat 


for't. [ Knock. ] Knock, knock: Who's there, i' the o- 


ther devil's name? Faith, here's an equivocator, that 
could ſwear in both the ſcales againſt either ſcale; who 
committed treaſon enough for God's fake, yet could not 
equivocate to heaven: oh, come in, equivocator. ¶ Anock.} 
Knock, knock, knock: Who's there? *Faith, here's an 


Engliſh tayier come hither for ſtealing out of a French 


hoſe ; come in, taylor; here you may roaſt your gooſe» 
{ Knock.) Knock, knock: Never at quiet? What are you? 
But this place is too cold for hell. P'lI devil-porter it no 
further: J had thought to have let in ſome of all profeſ- 
ſrons, that ge the primroſe-way to the everlaſting bon- 


fire. [ Knock.] An anon; I pray you, remember the 


- 


porter. 
Enter Sms and Lien | 

Mid. Was it ſo late, friend, ere-you went to bed, that 
you do ly ſo late? 
Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing 'ti]l the ſecond 
cock: and drink, Sir, is a great provoker of three things. 

Macd, What three e doth drink eſpecially W. 
voke ? 

Port. Marry, Sir, noſe- painting, lleep, and ur:ne. 1 
chery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it provokes the 
deſire, but it takes away the performance: therefore, 


Vol. III. G g oc 


* 


Jquivocates him in a fleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves 


him. 
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much drink may be ſaid to be an equivocator with leche- 
ry: it makes bim, and it mars him; it ſets him on, and 


it takes him off: it perſuades him, and diſheartens kim "2 
makes him ſtand to, and not ſtand to: in concluſion, e- 


Macd. | believe drink gave thee the lie laſt night. 

Port. That it did, Sir, i' the very throat o' me: but 1 
re quited bim for his lie; and 1 think, being too ſtrong for 
him, though he took up my legs fometime, yet I made 
a ſhift to caſt him. | 

Macd. Is thy maſter ſtirring 
Our knocking has awak'd him; here he comes. 

Len. Good-morrow, noble Sir! 

| Enter NIACBETH. 

AZach. Good-morrow, both! 

Macd. Is the king ſtirring, worthy thane? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Mucd. He did command me to call timely on him; ; 
1 have almoſt flipt the hour. 

Mach. I'll bring you to him. 

Macd. | know this is a joytul trouble to you; : . 
But yet, 'tis one. 


Mach. The labour we delight in phyſics aan 
This is the door. 
Macd. I'll make ſo bold to call, | 
For 'tis my limited ſervice. | 
Len. Goes the king hence to-day ? 
Mach. He does; he did appoint ſo. 
Zen. The night has been unruly : where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down: and, as they ſay, 
Lamentings heard i' the air; ſtrange Ss of death; 
And propheſying, with accents terrible, 
Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, 
New hatch'd to the woeful time: the obſcure bird 
Clamew'd the live-long night: ſome ſay the earth 
Was feverous, and did ſhake. 
Macb. I was a rough night. 


{ Exit Macburr. 


Len. 
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Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 

A fellow to it. 
Re-enter Macburx. 

Aud. O horror! horror! horror! tongue, nor * 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! 

Mach. and Len. What's the matter? 

Macd. Confuſion now hath made his maſter-piece 1 
Moſt ſacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o' the building. 

Atach, What is't you fay ? the life ? 

Len. Mean you his majeſty ? 

Mad. Approach the chamber, and deſtroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon :—— Do not bid me ſpeak; 
See, and then ſpeak yourſelves. Awake! awake! 


[ Exeunt ! MacRETH and LENOX» 


Ring the alarum bell :— Murder ! and treaſon! 
Banquo, asd Donalbain ! Malcolm! awake! 
Shake off this downy ſleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death itſelf !—up; up, and fee 
The great doom's image! Malcolm! Banquo ! 
AS from your graves 11fe up, and walk like fprights, 
To countenance this horror !}——Ring the bell. 
Bell ringe. Enter Lady MacBET Ho 
Lady. What's the buſineſs, 
That ſuch a'hideous trumpet calls ah 
The ſleepers of the houſe ? ſpeak, ſpeak—— 
Macd. O, gentle lady, | 
Tis not for you to hear what I can. ſpeak : 
The repetition in a woman's ear, 
Would murder as it fell O Banquo . 
Euter BAN. 
Our ood maſter's murder'd ! 
Lady Woe, alas! 
What, in our houſe ? 
Ban. Too cruel, any where... 
Dear Duff, I pray thee, contradict thyſelf, 


And ſay, it is not ſo. 
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8 


Re-enter MachETH and LE NOx. 
Macb. Had | but dy'd an hour before this chance, 
I had hv'd a bleſſed time; for, from this . 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality: 
All is but toys: renown, and grace, is dead: 
'The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 
Enter MALCOLM and DoNALBAIN. 
Don. What 1s amiſs? 
Macb. You are, and do not know it: 


The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 


Is ſtopt ; the very ſource of it is ſtapt. 
Macd. Your royal father's murder d. 
Mal. Oh, by whom? . 
Len. Thoſe of his chamber, as it ſeem'd, had don't: 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; they ſtar'd, and were diſtracted ;. 
No man's life was to be truſted with them. 
Macb. O, yet 1 do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 
Macd. Wherefore did you ſo? 
Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd, temperate, and 
furious, ; 
Loyal and neutral in a moment? No man: 
The expedition of my violent love 
Outran the pauſer reaſon. Here lay Duncan, 
His ſilver- ſæin lac'd with his golden blood; 
And his gaſh'd ſtabs look'd like a breach in nature, 
For ruin's waſteful entrance; there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make his love known? 
Lady. Help me hence, ho! 
Mucd Look to the lady. 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 
That moſt may claim this argument for ours? 


Den. 
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Don. What fhould be ſpoken here, 
Where our fate, hid within an augre-hole, 
May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let's away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 
Mal. Nor our ſtrong ſorrow 
Upon the foot of motion. ' 
Bon. Look to the lady 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure, let us meet, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 

To know it further. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us: 
In the great hand of God I ſtand; and, thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of treaſonous malice. 

Mach. And fo do I. 
All. So all. 
Macd. Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet i' the hall together. 
All. Well contented. | Exeuni. 
Mal. What will you do? Let's not eonſort with them: 
To ſhow an unfelt ſorrow, is an office 
Which the falſe man does eaſy : I'll to England. 
Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the ſafer : wkere we are, 
There's daggers in men's ſmiles: the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. | 
Mal. This murderous ſhaft that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted; and our ſafeſt way 
is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horſe ;. 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift away”: there's warrant in that theft 


Which ſteals itſelf, when there's no mercy left. | 
[ Execuns. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Rossk, with an old Men. 


87d M. Threeſcore and ten I can remember well: 
Gg3 Within 


| 
| 
: 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
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The ſovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 
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Within the volume of which time, I have ſeen 
Hours dreadſul, and things ſtrange ; but this ſore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. | 
Roſſe. Ah, good father, 5 
Thou ſeeſt, the heavens, as troubled with man's act, 
Threaten his bloody ſtage : by the clock, 'ts day, 
And yet dark night firangltes the travelling lamp: 
Is it night's predo:yinance, or the day's ſhame, 
That darkneſs does the face of earth intomb, 
When living light ſhould kiſs it? 
Old M. Tis unnatural, 
Even like the deed that's done. On Tueſday laſt 
A faulcon, tow'ring in her pride of place, 
Was by a mouſing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd. 
Poſſe. And Duncan's horſes (a thing moſt ſtrange and 
certain), 
Beauteous and ſwift, the minions of their race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ſtalls, flung out, 
Contending 'gainit obedience, as they would 
Make wa? with mankind, 
014 2M. Tis ſaid, they eat each other. | 
Reofſe. They did ſo; to the amazement of mine eyes, 
That look'd upon't. Here comes the good Macduff ; 
© Enter Mac. 
How goes the world, Sir, now? 
Macd. Why, ſee you not? 
Roſe. Ist known, who did this more than bloody 
deed? ; 
Aacd, Thoſe that Macbeth hath ſlain, 
Roſe. Alas, the day! 
What good could they pretend ? 
Macd. They were ſuborn'd: 
Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two ſons, 
Are ſtol'n away and fled ; which puts upon them 


- Suſpicion ct the deed. 


Roſe. Gainſt nature ſtill: 
Thriftleſs ambition, that will ravin up 
Thine own life's means — Then 'tis moſt like, 


Tad. 
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Macd. He is already nam nds and 1 to Scone, 
To be inveſted, | 
Roſe Where is Duncan's 8 ? 
Macd. Carried to Colme's-kill ; 
The ſacred ſtore-houſe of his predeceſſors, 
And guardian of their bones. 
Roſe. Will you to Scone ? 
Aracd. No, couſin, II to Fife. 
Roſe. Well, I will thither, 
Macd. Well, may you ſee things well done there 
Aden —— 
Left our old robes fit eaſier than our new ! 
Roe. Farewell, father. 
Old M. God's beniſon go with you; and with thoſe 


That would make good of bad, and friengs of foes! 
[ Exeunt, 


ACT 171, SCENE I. . 5 


Luter BAN OO. ; 


Þ non haſt it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weird women. promis'd; and, I fear, 
Thou play'dſt moſt foully for't: yet it was ſaid, 
It ſhould not ſtand in thy poſterity; _ 

But that myſelf ſhould be the root, and father 
Of many kings: if there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſhine}, 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, | 

And ſct me up in hope? but, huſh ; no more. 


Senet ſounded. Euter MACBETH as Ki ng ; Lady Macs 
BETH, LENOX, Ross E, Lords, and attendants. 


Macb. Here's our chief gueſt. | | IVY 
Lady. If he had been forgotten, 


It had been as a gap in our great feaſt, 


* 
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And all things unbecoming. 
Mach, To-night we hold a ſolemn ſupper, Sir, 


And Pll requeſt your preſence, 


Ban. Lay your highneſs' þ 
Command upon me; to the which, my duties 
Are with a molt indiſſoluble tie 
For ever knit. | 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon ?' 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. We ſhould have elſe defir'd your good advice 
(Which ſtill hath been both grave and proſperous) 
In this day's council; but we'll take to-morrow, 

Is't far you ride? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
*Twixt this and ſupper; go not my horſe the better, 
I muſt become a borrower of the night, 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our feaſt. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. | 

Mac b. We hear our bloody couſins are beſtow'd 
In England, and in Ireland; not confeſſing 


Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 


With ſtrange invention: but of that to-morrow ;' 


When, therewithal, we ſhall have cauſe of ſtate, .. 


Craving us jointly. Hie you-to horſe; Adieu, 
Fill you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us. 
Mac). 1 wiſh your horfes ſwift and ſure of foos ; 
And ſo I do commend you to their backs, 
Farewell —— - _ [ Exit BANQUo, 
Let every man be maſter of his time 
Till ſeven at night; to make ſociety 
The ſweeter welcome, we will keep ourſelf 
Till ſupper- time alone: while then, God be with you. 
[Exeunt Lady Mach EIN H, and Lords. 
Sirrah a word with you: attend thoſe men our pleaſure? 
Ser. They are, my lord, without the palace: gate. 
Mac. Bring them before us.— To be thus is no- 


thing; Us xit aca | 
ut 
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But to be ſafely thus. — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep: and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns that, which would be fear'd: 'tis much he dares; 
And, to that dauntleſs temper of his mind, 
He hath a wiſdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in ſatety, There is none, but he, 
Whoſe being 1 do fear: and, under him, 
My genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is ſaid, 
Mark Antony's was by Cæſar. He chid the ſiſters, 
When firit they put the name of king upon me, 
And bade them ſpeak to him; then, prophet-like, 
They hail'd him father to a lde of kings: 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 
And put a barren ſceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 
No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If it be ſo, 
For Banquo's iſſue have I fil'd my mind; 
For them the gracious Duncan have l murder'd; 8 
Put rancours in the veſſel of my peace 
Only for them; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 
To make them kings, the ſeed of Banquo kings! 
Rather than fo, come, fate, into the liſt, 
And champion me to the utterance !— Who's there 
Re-enter Servant, with ton Murderers. 
Now go to the n and ſtay tiers till. we call. 
(Zit Servant» 
Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together? 
Mur. It was, fo pleaſe y our highneſs. 
Mach. Well then, now 
Have you conſider'd of my ſpeeches ? Know, 
That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 
So under fortune ; which, you thought had been 
Our innocent ſelf ; this I made good to you 
In our laſt conference, paſt in probation with you; 
How you were borne in hand; how croſt ; the inſtru- 
ments; 
who wrought with them; and all things elſe, that might, 
Jo half a ſoul, and to a notion craz'd. 


Say, 
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Say, Thus did Banquo. 
 T Muy, You made it known to us. 

Arab. 1 did fo; and went further, which is nov 
Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find 
Your patience ſo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? Are you ſo goſpel'd, 
To pray for this good man, and for his iſſue, 
Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever ? 

T Mur. We are are men, my hege. 

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue you go for men: 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are clepod 
All. by the name of dogs; the valued file 
Diſtinguithes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 
The houſc-keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Huth in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike; and ſo of men. 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the ſile, 


Not in the worſt rank of manhood, fay it: 


And I will put that buſineſs in your boſoms; 
Whoſe execution takes your enemy off; 


Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 


Who wear our health but ſickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfect. 
2 Mur. J am one, my liege, 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have ſo incens'd, that lam reckleſs what 
I do, to ſpite the world. 
x1 Mur. And I another, | 
So weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune, / 


That I would ſet my life on any chance, 


To mend it, or be rid on't. 
Macb. Both of you 

Know, Banquo was your enemy. 
Mur. True, my lord. 


A4acb. So is he mine: and in ſuch- bloody diſtance, 
That 
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That every minute of his being thruſts 
Againſt my near'ſt of life : and though I could 
With barc-fac'd power ſweep him from my light, 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt not, 
For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whoſe loves | may not drop, but wail his fall, 
Whom 1 myleli ſtruck down: and thence it is, 
That I to your aſſiſtance do make love; 
Maſking the buſineſs from the common eye, 
For ſundry weighty reaions, 
Mur. We thall, my lord, 
Periorm what you command us. 
1 Mur. Though our live — | 
ATacb. Your ſpirits ſhine through you. Within this 
hour, at moſt, 7 | 
{ will adviſe you where to plant yourſelves; 
Acquaint you with the perfect ſpy o'tbe time, 
The moment on't; for't mutt be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the palace; always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs: and with him, | 
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work) : 
Fleance his ſon, that keeps him company, 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me 
Than is his father's, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour: reſolve e apart; 
Fil come to you anon. | 
Mur. We are reſolv'd, my lord. 
Macb. I'll call upon you ſtraight; abide within. 
It is concluded :—Banquo, thy ſouls flight, | 
If it find heaven, mult find it out to-night, { Exeunts 


SCENE I. 


Enter Lady MACBETH, and @ Servant, 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from court? 
Serv. Ay, madam ; but returns again to-night, 


Lady, 
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Lady. Say to the. kilns, 1 would attend his leiſure 

For a few words. | 
Serv. Madam, I will. | [Exi, 
Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 

Where our deſire is got without content: 


Tis fafer to be that which we deſtroy, 
Than, by deſtruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter Ma car n. 
How now, my lord? why do you keep alone, 
Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making? 
Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
With them they think on ? Things without all remedy 
Should be. without regard: what's done, is done. 

Mach. We have ſcotch'd the ſnake, not kill'd it, 
She'll cloſe, and be herſclf; whilſt our poor anker 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds , 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 
In the affliction of theſe terrible dreams 


That ſhake us nightly : better: be with the dead, 


Whom we, to gain our place, haveſent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to ly 


In reſtleſs ecftaſy.—Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever, he fleeps well; 


Treaſon has done his worſt : nor ſteel, nor poiſon 
Malice domeſtic, foreign levy, nothing, 
Can touch him further! | 

Lady. Come on; gentle my lord, 
Sleck o'er your rugged looks; be kicks and jovial 
Among your gueſts to-night. _ 

Macb. So ſhall I, love; | | 
And ſo, I pray, be you: let your remembrance 
Apply to Banquo; preſent him eminence, both 


185 


With eye and tongue: unſafe the while, that we 


Muſt lave our honours } in theſe flattering ſtreams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our deri, : | 
Diſguiſing what they .. Ea *. 
Lady. Vou muſt leave this. | 
Macb. O, full of ſcorpions i is my ming, dear vile. 
x: : Thou 
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Thou know'ſt that Banquo, and his Fleance, live. 
Lady. But in them nature's copy's not eterne. 
Mach. There's comfort yet, they are aſſallable; 

Then be thou jocund: ere the bat hath flown 


IIIs eloiſter'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's fammone, 1 
The ſhar'd-borne beetle, with his drowfy hums, * ' ; 
lath rung night's yawning peal, there ſhall be done 


A deecG.of dreadful note. 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Mucb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, iceling night, 
Skurf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 

And, with thy bloody and inviſible hand, 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 

Which keeps me pale Light thickens, and the crow 
Makes wing'to the rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowze ; 

While night's black agents to their preys do rouze. 
Thou marveIPit at my words: but hold thee ſtih; 
Things, bad begun, make ſtrong themſelves by ill: 

So, pr'ythee, go with me. | Exeuat.. 


SCENE III. 


/ Enter three Murderers., 


3 71ur. But who did bid thee ; > Join with us n 
3 Mur. Macbeth. : 
2 Mur. He needs not our miſtruſt ; fince he delivers 
Our offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juſt. 
1 Mur. Then ſtand with us, 
The weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of day: 
Now ſpurs the lated traveller apace 
Jo gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The ſubjeR of our watch. | | . 
3 Mur. Hark! I hear horſes. 
[ Banguo within, ] Give us a If ight there, ho! 
2 Mur. Then it is he; the reſt 
Vol. III. H h That 
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That are within the note of be e e 


1 Mur. His horſes go about, 

3 Mur. Almoſt a mile: but he does , 
so all men do, from hence to the 1 gate 
Make it their walk. #0: 

Enter BANquo and FLEANCE, with a torch, 

2 Mur A light, a _ : | 

3 Mur. Tis he. 

T Mur. Stand to't, 

Ban. It will be rain to- night. | 
' x Mur. Let it come down. [ They aſſault BAN uo. 

Ban. Oh, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly; 


Thou may'it revenge Oh flave! 
[ Dies, FLEANCE eſcapes« 


3 Mur, Who did ſtrike out the light ? 


x Mur. Was't not the way? 
3. Mur. There's but one down; the ſon is fled. 
2 Mur. We have loſt beſt half of our affair. 


1 Mur. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done. 
| [ Exeurt, 


"I" 


SCENE IV. 


A hanquet prepared. 1 MacBtTH, Lady, INS, 
LENOX, Lords, and Attendants, 


Mac. You know your own degrees, fit down: at firſt, 


And laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your majeſty. 
Mach. Ourſelf will mingle with Hcy 


And play the humble hoſt. 
Our hoſteſs keeps her ſtate ; but, in n beſt time, 
We will require her Pt 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends; 
For my heart ſpeaks, they are welcome 
Eater firft ITurderer to the door. 
See, they encounter thee with their hearts 


Mach. 
thanks: 23 
Both 
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Both ſides are even; here il fit i' the midit: 
Be large in mirth; anon, we'll drink a meaſure 
The table round. There's blood upon thy face. 
Mur. Tis Banquo's, then. 
ATacb, Tis better thee without, than he within, | 
Is he difpatch'd ? 
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that l did for him. 
Mauch. Thou art the beſt o' the cut-throats: yet he's 
good 
That did the like for n if thou didſt it, 
Thou art the non- pareil. 
Mur. Moſt royal Sir, 
Fleance is ſcaped. 
Much. Then comes my fit. again: I had elſe been pw 
fect ; 
Whole as the muvhle: founded as the rock; 
As broad and general as the caſing air: 
Bat now I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To ſaucy doubts and fears. But Banquo's ſafe ? 
Mur. Ay, my good lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides, 


With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head; 


The leaſt a death to nature, 
Mach, Thanks for that: 
There the grown ſerpent lies; the worm, that's fled, 
Hath nature that in time wil venom breed, 
No teeth for the preſent. Get thee gone; to-morrow 
We'll hear, ourſelves again. [ Exit Murderer, 
Lady. My royal lord, | 
You do not give the cheer : the feaſt is ſold, 
That is not often vouch'd while 'tiz a making, 
Tis given with welcome : to feed, were beſt at kome; 
From thence, the ſauce to meat is ceremony: 
Meeting were bare without it, 


Enter the Ghoſſ of BAN quo, and ſits in Macs ETH's place, 


Mach. Sweet remembrancer !— 
Now, good digeſtion wait on appetite, 
And health on both! 
Zen. May it pleaſe your highneſs ſit, 
| HF 8 Macs. 
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Hack, Hood had we now our country's honovr roof'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Banquo preſi nt; 22 
Who may 1 rather challenge for unkindnefs, 

Than pity for miſchance ! 

Nee. His ablence, Sir, | 
Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleaſe it your highneſs 
To grace us with your royal company? 

Macb. The table's full. 
Len. Here is a place reſerv'd, Sir. 


Mach. Where? 
Ten. Here, my good lord. What is't that moves your 
highneſs ? | TR 


Mach. Which of you have done this? 

Lords What, my good lord? 

Macb. Thou can'ſt not ſay I did it : never ſhake 
THy goary locks at me. | 

Roſe. Gentlemen, riſe; his highneſs is not well, 

Lady, Sit, worthy friends: my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep feat; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought 5 
He will again be well: if much you note him, 

Vou ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion; 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 

Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the de vil. 
| Lady. O proper ſtuff! | 

This is the very painting of your fear: 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you ſaid, 
Led you to Duncan, Oh, theſe flaws, and ſtarts, 
(Impoſtors to true fear) would well become 
A woman's ſtory, at a wintcr's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandam, Shame itſelf! 
Why do you make ſuch faces? When all's done, 
You look but on a ſtool. 
Macb. Priythee, ſee there! behold! look! lo! bow 
ſay you !- 
Why, what care I. ? fi thou can'ſt nod. atk to 
charnel-houfes, and our graves, muſt ſend, 


Thoſe that we busy, back; our monuments 
0 SE, | Mal! 
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Shall be the maws of kites. 

Lady. What! quite upmann'd.in ſolly? 

Macb. If 1 Rand hers, I faw, Bi 

| Lady. Fie, for ſhame! 

Macb. Blood hath been ſhed erenow, i the den d ame, 
Ere human ſtatute purg'd the gentle weal; 15ld 
Ay, and fince too, murders have, been oatform! d 
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end: but now, they riſe again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And puth us from our ſtools : this is more « range 
Than ſuch a murder is. 

Tady. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mach. I do forget: | 
Do not muſe at me, my mait a 8 
L have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to * 
Then l'll fit down: Give me ſome wine, fill full.— 
1 drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

Re-enter Ghoſt, 

And to our dear. friend Banquo, whom we miſs; 
Would he were here! to all, and m—_ we *. 
And all to all.“ "nt 

Lords. Our duties and the nd 194 

Mach. Avant! and quit my n Let the earth hide | 

thee! = 15 

Thy bones are marrowileſs, thy Books is. 3 
Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes 
Which thou doſt glare with! PENS Tr 

Lady. Think of this, good peers | 
But as a thing of cuſtom : tis no other; (5 A 

Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the = e e 12:201 OE 
Mach. What man dare, I dare Y 1 e 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian nes 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrean tyger, 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves: 
Shall never tremble; or, be alive again 

2 | Hh 3 N And. 
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And dare me to the deſert with thy ſword ; 
W trembling 1 inhabit, then proteſt me I 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow ! 
Unreal mockery; hence Why, ſo;—being gone, 
I am a man again.——Pray you, fit ſtill. 
Lady. You have Jiſphac'd” the 'mirth, broke the _ 


meeting 
With moſt admir' d difbrder. 
Macb. Can ſect things be, 
Ard overcome us like a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our fpecial wonder? Vou make me ſtrange 
Even to the diſpoſition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold ſuch fights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheek, 
When mine 1s blanch'd with fear; 
Refje. What ſights, my lord? 
Lady. I pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 
worſe; 


 Queftion enrages him: at once, gsa. night — 


Stand not upon the order 5 your going, 
But go at once. 

Len. Good-night, hed better health 
Attend his majeſt y. 


Lady. A kind good- night to all! Us | Excunt Lords. 
Z4acb. It will have blood, they nya blood will have 
blood e 5 


Stones have been known te move, and trees to ſpeak; 
Augurs, and underſtood relations, have 
By mag got-pies, and chñoughs, and rooks, brought 115 
1 be ſecret'ſt man ot blood. What is the night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is which, 
Macb. How r 89125 that Neuf denics his bee” 
At our great bia ug? al gt ine i 214572 
Tay. Did you euläbe Kh; Sir? TT | 
ATazb. 1 hear it bayithe way; but I will fad: 
<p -'s not 2 one of them, but in his houſe: + : | } 
FE keep a lervart ice da I ill to- mcrrow, 


Mors 
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More ſhall they ſpeak; for now I am bent to know, TY 


By the worſt means, the worſt: for mine own good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way; I am in blood _ 4 + 
Stept in ſo far, that, ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go. oe rr: 
Strange things I have in head, that will to mls 
Which mult be acted, ere they may be ſcann'd: 
Lady You lack the ſeaſon of all natures, fleep. | 
Macb. Come, we'll to ſleep; my ſtrange and ſelf- abuſe 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe j—— __,, a 
We are yet but young in deed. [Exeunt 
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Thunder. Enter ibe three M. itches, meeting HEAT. 
1 Witch. Why, how now, Hecat'? you look angerly. 
Hee. Have I not reaſon, beldams, as you are, 
Saucy, and overbold ? How did you dare- 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 
In riddles, and affairs of death; 
And l, the miſtreſs of your charms, 
The cloſe contriver of all harms;. weft, 
Was never call'd to bear my part. 
Or ſhew the glory of our art? ff 
And, which is worſe, all. you have nn 
Hath been but for a wayward. ſon, 
Spightful, and wrathful; who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now: get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron ' © 
Meet me i' the morning; thither he 
Will come to know his deſtiny. 
Your veſſels, and your ſpells, provide, 
Your charms, and every thing beſi de: 
L am for the air; this night III W | 
Unto a diſmal and a fatal end. B d 4 
Great buſineſs muſt be Ge ts ere non: 11 „4 
Upon the corner of the moon . 
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There hangs a vaporons drop profound; 
I'll catch it ere it come to ground: 
And that, diſtill'd by magic flights, 
Shall raiſe ſuch artificial ſprights, 
As, by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on to his confuſion: 
He ſhall ſpurn fate, ſcorn death, and bear 
His hopes bove wiſdom, grace, and fear; 
And you all know, fecurity | | 
Is mortals' chiefeſt enemy. [ Mic and a Seng. 
Hark, I am calld ; my little ſpirit; ſee, - 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and ſtays for me. 
[Sing within. Come awvay, come awvay, &c. 
T. Witch. Come, let's make haſte, ſhe'll ſoon be back 
again. LExeunt. 


. 


SCENE V1. 


Enter LENox, and another Lord. 


Len, My former ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret further: only, F ſay, 
Things have been ſtrangely borne. : the gracious Duncan 
| Was pitied of Macbeth: —marry, he was dead: 
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late; 
Whom, you may ſay, if it pleaſe you, Fleance kill'd, 
For Fleance fled. Men muſt not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous > 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain, f 
To kill their gracious father? damned fact 
How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not ſtraight, 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 
| That were the ſlaves of drink, and thralls of ſleep? 
| Was not that nobly done? ay, and wiſely too; 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive, 
To hear the men deny it. So that, I fay, 
He has borne all things well: and I do think, 
That, had he Duncan's ſons under his-key- 
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(As, an't pleaſe heaven, he ſhall not,) they ſhould find 
What 'twere to kill a father; ſo ſhould Fleance. 
But, peace for from broad words, and cauſe he fail'd 
His preſence at the tyrant's feaſt, I hear, 


Macduff lives in difgrace : Sir, can you tell p 


Where he beſtows himſelf ? 

Lord, The ſon of Duncan, 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
Lives in the Engliſh court; and is receiv d 
Of the moſt pious Edward with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 


Takes from his high reſpe& : thither Macduff is e | 


To pray the holy king, upon his aid, 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward ; 
That, by the help of theſe (with Him above 
To ratify the work) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, fleep to our nights; 
Free from our feaſts and banquets bloody knives; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, 
All which we pine for now: and this report 
Hath ſo exaſperate the king, that he 
_ Prepares for ſome attempt of war. 
Len. Sent he to Macduff? 

Tord. He did: and with an abſolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy meſſenger turns me his back, 
And hums ; as who ſhould fay, You'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this anſwer, 

Len, And that well might 
Adviſe him to a caution, to hold what ditkance 
His wiſdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of Eng land, and unfold 
His meſſage ere he come; that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoon return to this our ſuffering country, 
Under a hand accurs'd ! 


Lord. YI ſend my prayers with him. 1 | Exeunt. 
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ACTIV._SCENE 2. 
n. Enter three Witches, 


T Witch, 


; + the brinded cat hath mem d. | 
2 Witch, Thrice ; and once the hedge-pig whin'd, 
3 Witch, Harper eries:— tis time, tis time, 
1 Witch. Round about the cauldron g9; 
In the poiſon'n entrails throw.— 
Dad, that under the cold tone, > 
Days and nights haſt thirty-one, | 
 8Swelter'd venom ſleeping got, 
Boil thou firſt i' the charmed pot! 
E All. Double, double toil and trouble; 5 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble, 
I Witch, Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake; 
Eye of new't, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, | | 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's fling, 
Lizard's leg, and howlet's wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 
3 Witch, Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf;. 
Witches' mummy : maw, and gulf, 
Of the ravin'd ſalt-ſea ſhark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd i' the dark; 
Liver of blaſpheming Jew : 
Gall of goat, and flips of yew, : 
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipſe; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips; 
Finger of birth- ſtrangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a-drab, 
Make the gruel thick and ſlab: 
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Add thereto a tyger's chaudron, 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 0 
All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 
2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 
Enter HxcarE, and oiber three Witches. 6 
Hec. Oh, well done! I commend your pains ; 
And every one ſhall ſhare i' the gains. 
And now about the cauldron ſing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
OY all that you put in. 


MUSICK and a Song. 


Black ſpirits and white, 
Blue ſpirits and grey; 
Mingie, mingle, mingle, 
You that mingle may. 


2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes ; 
Open locks, whoever knocks. 
Enter MACBETH. 


Mach. How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight hags? 


What is't you do? 

All. A deed without a name. 

Macb. I conjure you by that which you profeſs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me: 
Though you untie the,winds, and let them fight 
Againſt the churches ; though the yeſty waves 
Confound and ſwallow navigation up 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down; 
'Though caſtles topple on their warder's heads; 
Though palaces, and pyramids do flope 
Their heads to their foundations; though the treaſure 
Of nature's germins tumble all together, | 
Even ' till deſtruction ſicken, anſwer me 
To what I aſk you. | | 

x Witch. Speak, 
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2 Witch. Demand. 
3 Witch, We'll anſwer. 
T Witch Say, if thoud'ſt rather bear it from Our 
mouths, a 
Or from our maſters“? ; 
Mach. Call them, let me ſee them. 
1 Witch. Pour in ſow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; greaſe, that's ſweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw. 
Into the flame, _ 
All. Come, high, or low; 
Thyſelf, and office, deftly ſhow. _.. I Thunder, 
1/ Apparition, an armed head. 
Mach. Tell me, thou unknown pow 1 


1 Witch. He knows thy thought; 


Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 
App. Macbeth ! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Mac- 


duff ! 
Beware the thane of Fife. —Diſmils me: — Enough. 
[ Deſceudr. 
Macb. What. e er thou art, foe thy good caution, 
thanks; 
Thou haſt harp'd my fear aright ; But one word 
more 
T Witch, He will not be commanded : here? s another, 
More potent than the firſt. | [I Thunder, 


2d Apparition, a bloody Child. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth 
Mach. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute : laugh to ſcorn 
The power of man; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. [ Deſeends. 
Mag. Then live, Macduff, what I need I fear of thee ? 
But yet Tm make ; aſſurance double ſure, 
And take a bond of fate: thou ſhalt not live ; 
That I may. tell pale hearted fear, it lies, 
And i ep in ſpight of chunder— What i * * 


2 BUY [ Thunder, 
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3d Apparition, a Child crowned, axith a tree in bis hand. 
That riſes like the iſſue of a king; 1 


And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of ſovereignty ? 
All. Liſten, but ſpeak not to't. 
App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care 
Who chafes, Who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunſinane hill 
Shall come againſt him. 3 D Deſcend.. 
Mach. That will never be 
Who can impreſs the foreſt ; bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root: 1 ſweet bodements ! good! 
Rebellious head, riſe never, till the wood 
Of Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the leaſe of nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal cuſtom. —Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me (if your art 
Can tell ſo much), ſhall Banquo's iſſue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 
All. Seek to know no more. 
Mach. I will be fatisfy'd : deny me this, 
And an eternal curſe fall on you! let me know:— 
Why ſinks that cauldron ? and what noiſe is this? 
8 | Hautboys. 
1 Witch. Sew! iD] 
2 Witch, Shew ! 
3 Witch. Shew | 
AB. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart; : 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depart. 
[A ſhew of eight Kings, and Banqvoz; the laſt with 
a glaſs in his hand. 


Math. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banquo; down! 


Thy crown does ſear mine eye balls :—And thy air, 

Thou other gold- bound brow, is like the firſt := 

A third is like the former :—Filthy hags : 

Why do you ſhew me this? A ſourth? Start, eyes! 

What! will the line ſtretch out to the crack of doom ?= 

Another yet * ſeventh ?—I'l ſee no more: | 
Vol. III. Ii | And 
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And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more: and ſome l ſee, 
That two-fold balls and treble ſceptres carry ; ; 
_ Horrible ſight !—=Now, I ſee, tis true; | 
For the blood bolter'd Banquo ſmiles npon me, 
And points at them for his. — What? is this ſo ? 
1 Witch. Ay, Sir, all this is ſo :=But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?— 
Come, liſters cheer we up his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights ; 
I'll charm the air to give a ſound, 
While you perform your antique round: 
That this great king may kindly ſay, | 
Our duties did his welcome pay. | TMiufuchs 
[ The Witches dance and vaniſb. 
Mach. Where are they? Gone Let this pernicious 
hour 
Stand aye accurſed in the calender ! 
Come in, without there! 
Enter Lx Nox. 
Ten. What's your grace's will? 
Macb. Saw you the weird ſiſters? 
Len. No, my lord, 
Macb. Came they not by you? 
Len. No, indeed, my lord. 
Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride; s 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them !—l did hear 
'The galloping of horſe : who was't came by ? 
Len. Tis two or three. my lord, that bring you word, 
Macduff is fled to England? 
Macb. Fled to England? 
Ten. Ay, my good lord. | 
Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits ; * 
The flighty purpoſe never is o' er- took. 
Unleſs the deed go with it: from this moment 
The very firfilings of my heart ſhall be 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it 2 and done: 


Theſcaſtle of — way MD nt 
F Seize 
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Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o' the ſword 

His wife, his babes, and all unfortune ſouls 

That trace him in his line. No boaſting like a fool; : 
This deed Ill do, before this purpoſe cool: 

But no more ſights !-—-Where are theſe gentlemen ! 
Come, bring me where they are. _ [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Macpurr's Wife, ber Son, and Ross k. 


Z. Mad, What had he done, to make him fly the land? 
Roe. You muſt have patience, madam. 
L. Macd. He had none : 
His flight was madneſs : when our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors, 
Roſſe. You know not 
Whether it was his wiſdom, or his 3 a 
L. Macd, Wiſdom |! to leave his wife, to leave his babes, 
His manfion, and his ti itles, in a place 
From whence himſelf does fly? He loves ns not; 
He wants the natural touch: for the poor wren, 
The moſt diminutive of birds, will fight, 
Her young ones in her neſt, againſt che owl. 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 
As little is the wiſdom, where the flight 
So runs againſt all reaſon, 1 
Reſe. My deareſt coz', 
pray you, ſchool yourſelf: but, for your huſband, 
He is noble, wiſe, judicious, and beſt knows 
The fits o the ſeaſon. I dare not ſpeak much further: 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, de 
And do not know ourſelves; when we hold rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear; 
But float upon a wild and violent ſea, ä 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you: 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again 


Things at the worlt will ceafe, or elſe yah upwar 
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To hae they v were before, My 2 couſin, 
Bleſſing upon you! 
Z. Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he” s fatherleſs, 
Roſe. J am ſo much a ſool, ſhould | ſtay longer, 
Tt would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort : 
I take my leave at once. [Exit Rossx. 
L. Macd Sirrah, your father's dead; 
And what will you 40 now? How will you live ? 
Sen. As birds do, mother, 
L. Macd. What, with worms and flies? 
Son. With what 1 get, I mean; and ſo do they. 
L. Mucd. Poor bird, thou'dſt never fear the net nor 
©, one, 
The pit-fall, nor the gin. 
Son. Why ſhould I, angered Poor birds mey are not 
ſet for. 
My father is not dead, for all your faying, 
L. Macd. Ves, he is dead; how wilt thou do for a fa- 
ther? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a huſband? : 
Z. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 
Son. Then you'll buy 'em to ſell again. 
L. Macd. Thou ſpeak'ſt with all thy wit; and yet 
1' faith, | 
With wit enough for thee. 
| Son Was my father a traitor, mother? 
Z. Macd. Ay, that he was. 
Son. What is a traitor ? 
L. Macd. Why, one that ſwears and lies. 
Son. And be all traitors that do ſo ? 

Z. Mad. Every one that does ſo is a traitor, and muſt 
be hang d. | 
Sen. And muſt they all be ws that ſwear and lie? 

ZL. Macd, Every one. 

Sen. Who muſt hang them ? 

ZL. Macd. Why, the honeſt men. 

Son. Then the liars and ſwearers are fools: for there 
are. liars and ſwearers enough to beat the honeſt men, 
and hang up them, 


* 
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Z. Macd Now God help thee, poor monkey! but how 


wilt thou do for a father ? 
Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if you 


wovld not, it were a good ſign that 1 ſhould _ have 


a new father. 
Z. Macd. Poor prattler! how thou talk'ft! 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
M. Bleſs you, fair dame! I am not to you known, 
Though in your ſtate of hotiour I am perfect. 
I doubt ſome danger does approach you nearly: 
If you will take a homely man's advice, 
Be not found here; hence, with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks I am too ſavage : 
To do worſe to you, were fell cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your perſon. Heaven preſerve you! 
I dare abide no longer. [ Exit Meſſenger. 
Z. Macd Whither ſhould I fly ? 
I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm, 
}3 often laudable; to do good; ſometime, 
Accounted dangerous folly ; why then, alas! 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To ſay, I have done no harm? — What are theſe faces? 
Enter Murderers, f 
Mur. Where is your huſband! 
Z. Mard I hope, in no place ſo unſanctified, 
Where ſuch as thou may'ſt find him. 7 
Mur. He's a traitor. 
Son Thou ly'ſt, thou ſhag-ear'd villain, 
Mur. What, you egg? 
Young fry of treachery ? 
Son. He has kili'd me, mother: 
Run Aways I pap you. | 
Rs 4. Macnurr, ory wth, 
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* SCENE Ir 


England. Enter Malcolu, and Macpurr. 


Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and chere 
Weep our ſad boſoms empty. - 
Macd. Let us rather 

Hold faſt the mortal ſword; and, hke good men, 

Beſtride our down-fall'n birthdom ; Each new morn, 

New widows howl; new orphans cry ; new ſorrows 

Strike heaven on the face, that it reſounds 

As if it felt with Scotland, and yel'd out 

Like ſyllable of dolour. 

Mal. What I believe, I'll wait; 

What know, believe; and, what I can redrefs, 

A3 I ſhall find the time to friend, I will. 

What you have ſpoke, it may be fo, perchance. 

This tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues, 

Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well; 

He hath not touch'd you yet. 1 am young; but ſome- 

thing t 

You may deſerve of him through me: and wiſdom 

To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb, 

To appeaſe an angry god. . 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 
Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature- may recoil, 

In an imperial charge, but I ſhall crave your pardon ; b 

That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe: 

Angels are bright ſtill, though the brighteſt fell: 

Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, 

Yet grace muſt ſtill look ſo. 

Macd. | have loſt my hs 
Mal. Perchance, even per Tony I did find my 
doubts. 55 

Why in that rawneſs left you yy Mme child, 

(Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love) 

Without leave-taking ?—I pray you, 

Let not my jealouſies be ycur diſhonours, 
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But mine own ſafeties :—You may be rightly juſt, a 
Whatever J ſhall think. | 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country ! WO 


Great tyranny, lay thou thy baſis ſure, 
For goodneſs dares not check thee! Wear thou wy 
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wrongs, "Wl 

His title is affear'd !—Pare thee well, wks 9 Fl 
1 would not be the villain that thou think'ſt, 0 
For the whole ſpace that's in the tyrant's graſp, | aj 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. | | 78 £ ö 0 
Mal. Be not offended: b | . 1 


I ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you · 

I think, our country ſinks beneath the yoke; 

It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 

Is added to her wounds: I think, withal, 

There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 

And here, from gracious England, have l offer 
Of goodly thouſands ; but, for all this, 
When I ſhall tread upon the tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my ſword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before; 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceed. 

Macd. What ſhould he be? 

Mal. It is myſelf I mean; In whom I know 
All the particulars of vice ſo grafted, 

That when they ſhall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow; and the poor ſtate 
Eſteem him as a lamb, being compar'd | 
With my confineleſs me 

Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damm, 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 
Mal. I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, ſmacking of every ſm 
'That has a name ; But there's no bottom, none 
In my voluptuouſneſs: your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 


— 


The 


abs | FEE 
The ciſtern of my luſt; and my deſire 


All continent impediments would o'er- bear, 
That did oppoſe my will: better Macbeth, 
Than ſuch a one to reign, 

Macd. Boundleſs intemperance 
In nature 1s a tyranny : it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne, 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſeem cold, the time you may ſo i 
We have willing dames enough; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour ſo many 
As will to greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 
Finding it ſo inclin'd. 

Mal. With this there grows, 
In my moſt ill compos d affection, ſuch 
A ſtanchleſs avarice, that, were I king, 
I ſhould cut off the nobles for their lands; 


 Defire his jewels, and this other's houſe: 


And my more-having would be as a ſauce 
To make me hunger more; that I ſhould forge 
Quarrels unjuſt againſt the good, and _ 


Deſtroying them for wealth. 


Macd. "This avarice 
Sticks deeper: grows with more pernicious root 
Than ſummer-ſeeming Juſt, and it hath been 
The ſword of our flain kings; yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foyſens to {ill up your will, 


Of your mere own; all theſe are portable, 


With other graces weigh” d. 
Mal. But 1 have none: The king-becoming graces, 
As juſtice, verity, temperance, ſtableneſs, 
Bounty, perſeverance, mercy, lowlineſs, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no reliſh of them; but abound 
In the di viſion of each ſeveral crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ſhould 
Pour the ſweet milk of concord into hell, 
ES - Uproar 
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Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Mace. Oh Scotland! Scotland! 
Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to en ſpeak: 
Tam as | have ſpoken, 

Macd. Fit to govern ! 
No, not to live.—0 nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant blaody-ſcepter'd, 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholſome days again? 
| Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne - 
By tis own interdiction ftands accurs'd . 
And does blaſpheme his breed ?—Thy royal father 
Was a molt fainted king; the queen, that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees than on her feet, 
Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Fare thee well! 
Theſe evils, thou repeat'ſ upon thyſelf, 
Have baniſh'd me from Scotland, =O, my breaft, 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mal. Macduff, this noble paſſion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul 
Wip'd the black ſcruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour, Deviliſh Macbeth 
By many of theſe trains, hath ſought to win me 
Into his power; and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte : but God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myſelf to thy direction, and 
Unſpeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
The taints and blames [ laid upon myſelf, 
For ſtrangers to my nature, I am yet 
Unknown-to woman; never was forſworn ; 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ; 
At no time broke my faith ; would not betray 
The devil to his fellow ; and delight 
No leſs in truth than life: my firſt falſe ſpeaking 
Was this upon myſelf : What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor country's, to command: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here approach, 
Old Siward, with ten thouſand warlike men, 
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All ready at a point, was ſetting forth: 
Now we'll together; and the chance, of goodneſs, 
Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you filent ? 
Macd. Such welcome and upwelaome things at once 
'Tis hard to reconcile. 
Enter a Doctor. 
Mal. Well; more anon. — Comes the king forth, F 
pray you? 
Doc. Ay, Sir; there are a crew of es fouls 
That ſtay his cure : their malady convinces 
The great aſſay of art; but, at his touch, 
Snch ſanity hath heaven given his hand, 
They preſently amend, | | 
Mal. J thank you, doctor. Ia. 
MAacd. What's the diſeaſe he means? | 
Mal. Tis call'd the evil: 
A moſt miraculous work in this good king; 
Which often, ſince my here remain in England, 
I have ſeen him do; How he ſolicits heaven, 
Himſelf beſt knows: but ſtrangely- viſited people, 
All ſwoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere deſpair of ſurgery, he cures; 
Hanging a golden ſtamp about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers: and tis ſpoken, 
To the ſucceeding royalty he leaves 
The healing benediaion. With this ſtrange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 
And ſundry bleſſings hang about his throne, 
That ſpeak him full of grace. 
Enter Ross z. 
| Head, See, who comes here:? 
Mal. My countryman ; but yet I know him not. 
Macd. My ever-gentle couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. I know him now; good God, betimes remove 
The means that make us ſtrangers! 
Rofſe. Sir, amen. 
4 Mad. Stands Scotland where it did? 
0 Rofſe. Alas, poor country; 
Ho. afraid to know itiel! It cannot 
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Be call'd-our mother, but our grave ; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile ; 
Where ſighs, and groans, and fhrieks that rent the air, 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent forrow ſcems 
A modern ecſtacy : the dead man's knell 
ls there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom; and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying or ere they ſicken. 
Macd. Oh, relation, 
Too nice, and yet too true! 
Mal. What is the newelt grief? 
Raſſe. That of an hour's age doth hiſs the ſpeaker z 
Fach minute teems a new one. 
Macd. How does my wite ? 
Roſſe. Why, well, 
Mad. And all my children? 
Feoſſe. Well too. 
Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? 
- Roſe. No; they were all at peace when I did leave them. 
Mascd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech; how goes it ? 
Roſe. When I came hither to tranſport the tidings, 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd the rather, 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a-foot : 
Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 
Would create ſoldiers, make our women 8 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes. . 
Mal. Be it their comfort, 
We are coming thither: gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thouſand men; 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 
Refſe. Would I could anſwer 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words, 
That would be howT'd out in the deſert air, 
Where hearing ſhould not catch them, 
Macd. What concern they? 
The general cauſe ? or is it a fee- grief, 
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Due to ſome langle breaſt ?. 
Roſſe, No mind, that's honeſt, | 
But in it ſhares ſome woe; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone, 

Macd. If it be mine, 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Reſſe. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue fer ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt ſound 


That ever yet they heard. 
Mad. Hum! I gueſs at it. 
Roſfſe. Your caſtle is ſurpris'd ; your wife and babes © 
Savagely ſlaughter'd: to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry of theſe murder'd . 
To add the death of you. 
Mal. Merciful heaven! 
What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give ſorrow words: the grief that does not freaks; 
W hiſpers the o'er-ſraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My children too? 
Refſe. Wife, children, ſervants, all 
That could be found. 
Macd. And [ muſt be from thence ! 
My wife kill'd too? | 
Roſſe. I have ſaid. 
Mal. Be comforted ; 
Let's make us med cines of our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
Macd. He has no children.— All my pretty ones? 
Did you ſay, all ?!>—Oh, hell-kite! All ? 
What, all my pretty OR and their dam, 
At one fell ſwoop! 
Mal. Diſpute it like a man. 
MMacd. I ſhalldoſo; 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a man: 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, 
That were moſt precious to me.—Did heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinſul Macduff, 
They were all ſtruck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits/but for mine, 
2 | 


CR 
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Fell ſlaughter on their ſouls: Heaven reſt them now! 
Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword : let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd. Oh, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And hraggart with my tongue !—But, gentle heaven, 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion ; front to front, 

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myſelf; 

Within my ſword's length ſet hun; if he ſcape, 

Heaven forgive him too ! 

Mal. This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready 

Our lack is nothing but our leave: Macbeth 

Is ripe for ſhaking, and the powers above 

Put on their inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. { Exeurt, 


— 
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Ac. SCENET. 


Enter a Doctor of Phyſick, and a waiting Gentle duoman. 


Doctor. 


| gave two nights watch'd with you, but can perceive 
no truth in your report. When was it ſhe Jaſt walk'd? 

Gent. Since his majeſty went into the field, I have ſeen 
her riſe from her bed, throw her night-gown upon her, 
unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon 
it, read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again return to bed; 
yet all this while in a moſt faſt ſleep. 

Doc. A great perturbation in nature! to receive at 
once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of watching. 
In this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard 
her ſay ? 

Gent. That, Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Do#. You may, to me; and "tis moſt meet you ſhould, 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one having no Wit- 
neſs to confirir, my ſpeech, 

Vor. III.. | K k Enter 
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Enter Lady MacBt TH with a taper, 
Lo you, here ſhe comes! This is her very guiſe; and 
upon my life, fall aſleep. Obſerve her ; ; ſtand cloſe, 

Doc. How came ſhe by that light? 

Gent, Why, it flood by hier: ſhe has OE by her con- 
tinually : *tis her command. 

Doc. Vou ſee her eyes are-open. 

Gent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut, 

Doc. What is it ſhe does now ? Look, how ſhe rubs her 
hands. 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd action with her, to ſeem thus 
waſhing her hands; IT have known her continue in this, 
a quarter of an hour. 

Lady. Yet here's a ſpot. | 

Doc. Hark, ſhe fpeaks : I will ſet down what comes 
from her, to ſatisfy my remembrance the more ſtrongly. 

| Lady, Out, damned Tpot ! out, I fay One; TWO; 
Why, then 'tis time to do't:— Hell is murky !——Fie, 
my lord, fie! a ſoldier, and afraid? what need we fear 
who knows it, when none can call our power to account? 
—Yer who would have thought the old man to have had 
fo much blood in him! 

Doc. Do you mark that ? 

Lady The thane of Fife had a wife; where-is ſhe 
now ?—What, will theſe hands ne'er be clean ?—No 
more o' that my lord, no more o* that: you mar all this 
with ſtarting. 

Doc. Goto, go to; you have knots what you ſhould 
not. 

Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, l am ſure of - 
that : heaven knows what ſhe hath known, 

Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill: all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. Oh! 
oh! oh! 

Doc. What a ſigh is there? The heart is forely charged, 

Gent. 1 would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom, for 
the dignity of the whole body. 

Doc. Well, well, wel! 

Cent. Pray God, it be, fir, 
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Doc. This diſeaſe is beyond my practice: Yet I have 
known thoſe which have walk'd in their {lzep, who have 
died holily in their beds, 

Lady. Waſh your hands, put on your bes 
look not ſo pale: — I tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; 
he cannot come out of his grave. 

Doc. Even ſo? 

Lady. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate, 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand; what's 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed 

[ Exit. Lady. 

Doc. Will ſhe go now to bed ? 

Gent. Directly. 

Doc. Foul whiſperings are abroad: unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles: infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their ſccrets, 

More needs ſhe the divine, than the phyſician, | 
God, God, forgive us all! Look after her]; 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And {till keep eyes upon her :—-S9, good-nuight 7 
My mind ſhe has mated, and amaz'd my ſight : 
F think, but dare not ſpeak, 
Gent. Good - night, good door. | Exeunt; 


— 
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SCENE L. 


Drum and colours, Enter MENTETH, CATHNESS, ANGUS, 


Le xox, and ſoldiers. 


Ment. The Engliſh power is near, led on by Malcolm, 

His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff. 

Revenges burn in them: for their dear cauſes 

Would, to the bleeding and the grim alarm, 

Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Near Birnam wood 

Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming. 
Cath, Who knows, if Donalbain be with his brother? 
Len, F or certain, Sir, he is not: I have a file 

K k 2 05 


338 MA nm Ad u, | 


Of all the gentry; there is Siward's ſon, 
And many unrough youths, that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of manhood. 

Ment. What does the tyrant ? 

Cath, Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly fortifies: 
Some ſay, he's mad; others, that leſſer hate him, 
Do call it valiant fury: but, for certain, 

He cannet buckle his diſtemper'd cauſe 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. Now does he feel 
His ſecret murders ſticking on his hands; 

Now minutely revolts upbraid: his faith-breach 5: 
Thoſe he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love: now does he feel his title 
Hang looſe about him, like a giant's robe 

Upon a dwarfiſh thief. | 

Ment. Who then ſhall blame 
His peſter'd ſenſes to. recoil and ſtart, 
When all that is within him does condemn 
Itſelf, for being there? 

Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd # 
Meet we the medecine of the ſickly weal ; 
And with him pour we, in our country's purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or ſo much as it needs, 

To dew the ſovereign flower, and drown the weeds, 
Make we our march towards Birnam. [Exeunt marcl ang. 


SCENE III. 


Enter MacBeT#, Doctor, and Attendants. 


Mach. Bring me no more reports; let them fly all: 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunſinane, 
J cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm 2 
Was he not born of woman? The ſpirits that know 


All mortal conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus: 
| x Fea? 
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Fear not, Macbeth; no man that's born of aꝛboman, 
Shall cer have power upon thee.— Then fly, falſe thanes, 
And mingle with the Engliſh epicures: 
The mind [ ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never ſag with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 
| Enter a Servant. 
The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd loon! 
Where got'ſt thou that. gooſe look? 
Ser, There is ten thouſand: 
Macs. Geeſe, villain! 
Ser. Soldiers Sir, 
Much. Go, prick thy face, and over- red thy 1 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What foldiers, patch? 
Death of thy ſoul! thoſe linen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors to fear. What ſoldiers, whey-face ? 
Ser. The Engliſh force, ſo pleaſe you. 
Mach. Take thy face hence. Seyton I am ſick at 
heart, e 
When 1 behold——Seyton, if fay ! !— —This puſh 
Will cheer me-ever, or diſfeat me now. 
I have liv'd long enough: my May of liſe 
Is fall'n into the fear, the yellow leaf : 
And that which thould accompany old age, 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I muſt not look to have; but in their ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 


Seyton — 


Enter SEYTON-. 
Scy. What is your gracious pleaſure ? 
Mucb. What news more? ö 
Sey. All is confirm'd my lord, Which was reported. k 
| Mach. I'll fight, till from my bones my fleſh be 
hack'd. 
Give me my armour. 
Sey. "Tis not needed yet, 
ATach. VI put it on. 
Send out more horſes, {kirr the country round: 
| Reg _ Hang 


1 
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| Hang thoſe that talk of fear. Give me mine armour.— 


How does your patient, doctor? 
Doc. Not ſo ſick, my lord, 
As the is troubled with thick-coming fancies, 


That keep her from her reſt. 


Macb. Cure her of that: | 
Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd ; - 
Pluck from the memory a . ſorrow; 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with ſome ſweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanſe the foul boſom of that perilous ſtuff, 
Which. weighs upon the heart? | 
Doc. Therein the patient 
Muſt miniſter to himſelf, 
Macb. Throw phyſic to the dogs, I'll none of it. 


Come, put mine armour on; give me my ſtaff i—— 


Seyton, ſend out. Doctor, the thanes fly from me: 
Come, Sir, diſpatch :—If thou could'ſt, doctor, caſt 

The water of my land, find her diſeaſe, 

And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 

That ſhould applaud again.—Pull't off, ] ſay —— 

What rhubarb, ſenna, or what purgative drug, 
Would-ſcour theſe Engliſh hence ?—Heareſt thou of them? 


Doc. Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation 


— 


Makes us hear ſomething. 


Macb. Bring it after me.—— 

I will not be afraid of death and bane, 

Till Birnam foreſt come to Dunſinane. „„ 
Voc. Were | from Dunſinane away and clear, 

Profit again ſhould hardly draw me here.  [ Exeurt, 


25 * 


SCENE IV. 


D um and Colours. Fnter MAcolu, SiwarRD, Mac- 


DUFF, SIWARD's Son, MENT ETH, CATUNESS, ee 
and Soldiers marching. k 


Al Couſins, I hope the days are near at hand, 


That 
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That chambers will be ſafe. 
.-. Ment We doubt it nothing, 
Siu. What wood is this before us? 
Ment. The wood of Birnam. 
Mal. Let every ſoldier hew him down a boughy, 


And bear't before him ; thereby ſhall we ſhadow 


The numbers of our hoſt, and make diſcovery 
Err in report of us. 


Sold. It ſhall be done. | | 
Siu. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps ſtill in Dunſinane, and will endure 
Our ſetting down befor't. 
Mal. "Tis his main hope: 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and leſs have given him the revolt 
And none ſerve with him but conſtrained things, 
Whoſe hearts are abſent too. 
Madd. Let our juſt cenſures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Induſtrious ſoldierſhip. 
Siu. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe 
Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate: 
But certain iſſue ſtrokes muſt arbitrate : 
Towards which, advance the war, [Exeunt marching, 


_—_— 


SCENE J. 


1 8 SEYTON, and Soldiers, with 1 and 


Colours. 


Mach. Hang out our banners on the outwardwalls; 
The cry is ſtill, They come : Our caſtle's ſtrength 
Will laugh a fiege to ſcorn : here let them ly. 
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up: 
as they not forc'd with thoſe that thould be ours, 
We might have met them dareſul, beard to beard, 
And 
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And beat them backward home. What is that noiſe? 
| [ 4 cry within of women, 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. 
Macb. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears: 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-ſhriek; and my ſell off hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouſe, and ſtir 
As life were in't: I have ſupt full with horrors ;' 


Direneſs, familiar to my ſlaught'rous thoughts, 


Cannatronce ſtart me. Wherefore was that cry? 
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 
Mach, She ſhould have dy'd hereafter; 
There would have been a time for ſuch a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
Fo the laſt ſyllable of recorded time; 


And all our yeſterdays have lighted: fools 


The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking ſhadow ; a poor player, 

That ſtruts and ſrets his hour upon the ſtage, 

And then is heard no more: it is a tale 

Told by an ideot, full of ſound and _ 

Signifying nothing 


Enter a Me Herger. 
Thou com'ſt to uſe thy tongue: thy ſtory quickly, | 
Me. Gracious my lord, 

T ſhould report that which, I ſay I ſaw, 
But know not how to do't. 

Macb. Well, ſay, Sir. 

Meſ. As I did ſtand my watch upon the hill, 
Elook'd toward Birnam, and "ny, eit, 
The wood began to move. 


Mach. Liar, and flave! r Striking bins. 
Mef. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not ſo: 
Within this three mile may you ſee it coming; | 
I ſay, a moving grove. 
Mach, If thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, 
Upon the next tree ſhalt thou hang alive, 
2 1 ul 185 cling thee; if * ſpeech be ſooth, 
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I care not if thou do'ſt for me as much 

1 pull in reſolution; and begin 

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 

That lies like truth: Feer not, till Birnam awo 
Do come to Duſinane (- and now a wood | 

Comes toward Dunũnane. Arm, arm, and out 

If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

'There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here, 

1 gin to be a-weary of the ſun, 

And wiſh the eſtate o' the world were now undone. 
Ring the alarum bell :—Blow, wind ! come, wrack! 
At leaſt we'll die with harneſs on our back. [Excunt, 


— 


— Va 


SCENE PI. 


Drum and colours, Enter Maicorm, SiwarkD, Mac- 
DUFF, and their army with boughs, 


Mal. Now near _— your leavy ſcreens throw 
down, 
And ſhew like thoſe you are: You, worthy uncle, 
Shall, with my couſin, your right noble ſon, 
Lead our firſt battle: worthy Macduff, and we, 
Shall rake upon us what elſe remains to do, 
According to our order. 
Si zo. Fare you well.— _ 
Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us he beaten, if we cannot fight. 
Macd. Make all our trumpets ſpeak; give them all 
breath, 
TROP clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 
[ Exeunt, Alarums continued, 


— 


SCENE P11. 


Enter MACBETH. 


Aach. They have ty'd me to a ſtake; I cannot fly, 
But, 
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But, bear-like, I muſt fight the courſe.— What's he, 
That was not born of woman? Such a one 
Am l to fear, or none. 
| Enter young SIWARD, 
2. Sia What is thy name? 
Mach. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 
Yo. Size. No; though thou call'ſt 1 a eder name 
Than any is in hell. 
Mach. My name's Macbeth. 
Yo. Sizo. The devil himfelf could not n. a title 
More hateful to mine ear, 
Mach. No, nor more fearful. 
7». Size Thou lieſt, abhorred tyrant ; with my ſword 
Pl] prove the lie thou ſpeak'ſt. 
[Fight; and young SIWARD #s Hain. 
Mach. Thou waſt born of woman.— 

But ſwords I ſmile at, weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
Brandiſh'd by man that's of a woman born. [Exit 
Alarums, Enter MACDUFEEF. 

Macd. That way the noiſe is: Tyrant, ſhew thy face; 
If thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
My wife and children's ghoſts will haunt me ſtill, 
cannot ſtrike at wretched kerues, whoſe arms 
Axe hir'd to bear their ſtaves; either thou Macbeth, 
Or elſe my ſword, with an unbatter'd edge, 
I ſheath again undeeded. There thou ſhould'ſt be; 
By this great clatter, one of greateſt note 
Seems bruited: Let me find him, fortune! and | 
More | beg not, Exit. Alarum. 
Enter MALcotM and Old SWM Ro. 
» Siw. This way, my lord;—the caſtle's r rene 
der'd : 
The tyrant's people on both fides do fight; 
The noble thanes do bravely in the war; 
The day almoſt itſelf proſeſſes * 
And little is to do. : 
Mal. We have met with foes 
That ſtrike beſide us. 
Siw. Enter, Sir, the caſtle. [Exeunt Ame 


Re- enter 
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Re-enter MACBETH, 

Maucb. Why ſhould 1 play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own {word ? whiles I ſee lives, the gaſhes 
Do better upon them. 

Re-enter MACDUFF, 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my ſoul is too much charg d 
With blood of thine already. 

14acd. | have no words, 

F;, voice is in my ſword : thou bloodier villain 
'Than terms can give thee out ! {Fights Alarum. 

Macb. Thou loſeſt labour: | 
As eaſy may'ſt thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts; 
J bear a charmed life, which muſt not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Deſpair thy charm; 

And let the angel, whom thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd, 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 

Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tells me ſo, 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man! 

And be theſe juggling fiends no more believ'd, 
That palter with us in a double ſenſe; 

That keep tbe word of promiſe to our ear, 

And break it to our hope.—l'll not fight with thee, 

Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 

And live to be the ſhew and gaze o' the time, 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
Painted upon a pole; and under writ, 

Here may you ſee the tyrant. 

ATach, I will not yield, 

To kiſs the ground before young Malcolm's feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble's curſe. 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born, 


7 


Yet 
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Vet I will try the laſt: Before my body 
I throw my warlike ſhield; lay on, Macduff: 


And damn'd be him that firſt cries, Hold, enough, 
[Exeunt fe hting. Altrums, 


Ne. enter febting, and MACBETH is ſlain. 


Retreat and flouriſh. Enter with drum and colours, Mat. 


COLM, Old SiwaRD, Ross, Thanes, and Soldiers. 


Mal. I would the friends we miſs, were ſafe arriv'd. 
Siw. Some mult go off: and yet, by theſe 1 ice, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mal. Macduff is miſſing, and your noble ſon. 
| Roſſe. Your ſon, my lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt: : 
He only liv'd but till he was a man; 
The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd 
In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
But like a man he died. 
Si. Then he is dead? 
Roſſe. Ay, and brought off the field: your cauſe of 
ſorrow ., 
Muſt not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Siꝛw. Had he his hurts before? 
Roſſe. Ay, on the front. 
Sizo Why then, God's ſoldier be he! 
Had I as many ſons as | have hairs, 
I would not wiſh them to a fairer death: 
And ſa his knell is knoll'd. 


Aal. He's worth more ſorrow, 


And that I'l ſpend for him. 

Sizo. He's worth no more; 
They ſay, he parted well, and paid his ſcore: 
And ſo, God be with him — Here comes newer comfort. 


Re-enter Macbp rr, with MACBETH's head. 


 Macd. Hail, king for ſo thou art: bchold where 
ſtands 


| The uſurper's curſed head: the time is free: | | 
: 1 5 
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I ſee thee compaſe/d with thy kingdom's pearl, 
That ſpeak my ſalutation in their minds; 
Whoſe voices I deſire aloud with — 

Hail, king of Scotland! 
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All. Hail, king: of Scotland ! [ Flouriftn 


Maul. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your ſeveral loves, 


And make us even with you. My thanes and kinſmen, 


Henceforth be earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 

That fled the ſnares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel miniſters 

Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen ; 
Who, as tis thought, by ſelf and violent hands, 
Took off her life; — This, and what needful ele 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 

We will perform in meaſure, time, and place: 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to ſee us crown'd at Scone. 


{ Flouriſh, Excunt; 


THE END, 
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The followji x Scenes are not in the original Copies, but 
have beenſinroduced in Repreſentation, and ſet to Mu- 
: fic by Mr'Locxs, with Alterations by Dr Are. 
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[AT THE END OF THE SECOND ACT.] 


The SCENE changes to a N. ood, Thunder and Ligbining. 
Euter. ſeveral Witches, and ſing. | 


I Witch. 


Det. k, ſiſters the deed done? 
2 Witch. Long ago, long ago; 
Above twelve glaſſes ſince have run. 
3 Witch. Ill deeds are ſeldon! flow, 
Or ſingle, but following crimes on former wait. 
4 Witch. The worſt of creatures ſafeſt propagate, 
Many more murders muſt this one enſue; 
Dread horrors ſtil] abound, 
And ev'ry place ſurround, 
As if in death were found 
: Propagation too. 
2 Witch. He mult |! 
3 Witch. He ſhall! 
4 Witch. He will ſpill much more blood, 
And become worſe, to make his title good. 

Chor. He will, he will ſpill much more blood, 
And become worſe, to make his title good, 
1 Witch. Now let's dance, | 

2 Witch. Agreed. 

3 Witch. Agreed. 

4 W itch, Agreed. 

All. Agreed. | 
Chor. We ſhould rejoice when good kings bleed. 


Mien cattle die, about, about we go; 
When 
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When lightning and dread thunder 
Rend ſtubborn rocks in ſander, 
And fill the world with wonder, 
What ſhould we do? > 

Chor. Rejoice—we ſhould rejoice, 
When winds and waves are warring, 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 
And monarchs die deſpairing, 
What ſhould we do? | 

Chor, Rejoice - we ſhould rejoice. 


I. 


1 Witch, Let's have a dance upon the heath, 
We gain more life by Duncan's death. 


2 Witch. Sometimes like brinded cats we ſhew, b 


Having no muſic but our mew, 
To which we dance in ſome old mill, 
Upon the hopper, ſtone, or wheel, 
To ſome old ſaw, or bardiſh rhime, 
Chor. Where {ti} the mill-clack does keep time. 


II. 


Sometimes about a hollow tree, 
Around, around, around dance we; 
Thither the chirping crickets come, 
And beetles ſing in drowſy hum; 
Sometimes we dance o'er fernes or furze, 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs; 
Or, if with none of theſe we meet, 

. Chor, We dance to th' echocs of our feet. 

Cher. At the night-raven's diſmal voice, 

When others tremble we rejoice, | 
And nimbly, nimbly, dance we ſtill 
To th' echoes from a hollow hill. 
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ke or THE FIFTH SCENE IN THE THIRD ACT.] 
Witches within, 


Witch. Hecate, Hecate,=come away. 
Hee, Hark, hark, I'm call'd, 

My little merry airy ſpirit ſee, 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. = 
Witch. Hecate, Hecate, Hecate.  TWithin 
Hec. Thy chirping voics I hear, 

So pleaſing to my ear. 

At which I poſt away, 

With all the ſpeed I may. 

Where's Puckle ? 


Enter Witches, 


Witch. Here. 
Hec. Where Stradling ? 
Witch, Here. 
And Hopper too, and Hellway too. 
We want but you, we want but you. 
3 Witch. Come away, come away, make up tli account, 
Hee, With new-fall'n dew, 
From church-yard yew, 
I will but 'noint, and then I'll mount. 
Now I'm furniſh'd for my flight. 
[ Symphony, whilſt Hecate places berfelf i in the TOW 
Now I go, and now | fly, | 
Malkin my ſweet ſpirit and I. * fe 
O what a dainty pleaſure's this, p 
'Bo fail in the air, | 
When the moon ſhines fair, VZ 8 
Io ing, to dance, to toy and kiſs, | : 
Over woods, high rocks and mountains; 
Over hills and miſty fountains ;. | 
Over ſteeples, tow'rs, and turrets, 
We fly by night mong troops of ſpirits. 
Clor, We fly by night mong troops of ſpirits. 


